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CHAPTER  I. 


•"  /  ivil/  board  her,  though  JJie  chide  as  loud 


As  thunder,  when  the  clouds  in  Autumn  crack" 

Taming  of  the  Shrew,  adl:  i.  {c.  ii. 

UEEN  ELIZABETH  fits  on  her  Chair  of  State, 

a  few  ladies   of  the  Court  ranging  themfelves 

in  the  background.     Vice-Chamberlain  ftands 

on  this  fide,  Captain  of  the   Guard  on  the  other.     The 

Lord  High  Treafurer  kneels  humbly  jufl  below  the  Dais. 

Her  Grace  is  opening  a  packet. 

She  looks  pale  and  cloudy  the  while.     About  the  throne 
^  is  kept  an  awful  filence.     Secretaries   ftand  near  the  door 
at  the  lower  end,  whifpering  one  to  the  other. 

VOL.  II.  B 


The  Noble  Traytour, 


"  Her  Majefty  hath  not  yet  breakf ailed  :  'tis  unheedful 
of  my  Lord  to  trouble  her  with  State  matters  yet." 

"  The  tobacco,  peradventure,  hath  turned  the  royal 
ftomach  •,  'ds  more  noxious  taken  vicarioully,  as  I  may 
fay." 

"  Or  there  be  fomewhat  ungrateful  i'  the  letter,  may 
be!" 

"It  is  true,  gendemen,  the  hour  is  ftill  early.  Her 
Grace  hath  been  roufed  untimely  by  news  from  Holland, 
and  fhe  may,  indeed,  have  been  affected  by  the  fume  o' 
the  weed :  for  Sir  Walter  exhibited  laft  evening  his 
ingenious  feat  of  changing  Smoke  to  Gold,  having 
fuccefsfuUy  wagered  with  the  Queen  that  he  would  weigh 
the  vapours  of  his  Pipe  i'  the  prefence ;  and,  if  you  know 
it  not  yet — (though  my  Lord  Burghley  and  perhaps  fome 
others  do) — you  fhall  learn  prefently  the  quality  of  the 
intelligence." 

It  is  a  folemn  fight  to  fee  the  wild  waves  dafh  on  the 
rocky  fhore,  you  at  fea  in  a  little  cock  •,  it  is  a  fearful  found 
to  hear  a  favage  bull  bellowing  on  defolate  commons,  you 
wending  folitary  j  it  is  a  dread  pain  to  feel  the  Tnock  of 
blows  that  fell  you  to  the  ground.     But  Majefly  incenfed  ! 


Francis  Bacon  and  Roheft  Cecyl  learn  Court  ufes.  3 

How  fad,  terrific,  fubduing  is  it !  Eyes,  ears,  touch — blink, 
hurtle,  flinch  j  nay,  the  very  imagination  itfelf  is  frightened 
and  perplexed  and  confounded  !  'Tis  neither  an  earthquake 
from  below  nor  the  bolt  from  above.  'Tis  fomething  more 
frequent,  mayhap  (more  at  hand,  furely)  than  either  •,  and 
it  is  the  more  certain  in  effeft,  being  more  definite  in  its 
object. 

"  'Tis  nearer  akin  to  us,  fir,"  whifpered  Mafter  Francis  to 
his  Coufin  Robert,  "  'Tis  nearer  akin  to  us  than  the  fcourg- 
ings  of  the  elements  ;  as  it  embodies,  and  is,  as  I  may  fay, 
an  emblem  of  our  own  evil  paffions,  heightened  by  continual 
indulgence,  unreflrained  by  confcience,  love,  or  fear  \  and 
is  therefore  more  deadly,  having  fcope  as  wide  as  abfolute 
power  in  the  creature  may  reach." 

Not  to  fpeak  now  of  the  party  upon  whofe  head  the 
vial  of  wrath  may  at  fuch  and  fuch  times  be  poured 
— his  moral  degradation,  and  his  fenfe  of  it  while  fuffering 
thereunder — what  think  you  of  the  royal  veffel  whence 
that  fierce  anger  is  poured  fo  lavifhly  ?  'Tis  one  of  your  every- 
day miracles,  that  the  more  that  Crufe  be  emptied  the  fafler 
it  fills.  The  more  you  fpend  your  ireful  Barrel  the 
more  you  (hall  have  in  it  againft  next  call. 


The  Nolle  Trayiour, 


"  By  the  body  of  God  !  I  will  let  this  npftart  know 
how  eafily  the  hand  which  exalted  him  can  beat  him  down 
to  the  duft  again  !   Ha  !  " 

The  ladies  of  the  Court,  poor  things,  are  frightened ; 
not  daring  to  fee  one  another.  Their  very  lids  quiver, 
glancing  askance.  The  Vice-Chamberlain  looks  down 
upon  the  ground  •,  you  may  perceive  his  toes  trembling  in 
his  fatin  fhoes  •,  yet  he  durft  not  move  even  to  bear  his 
body  more  feemly  under  this  folemn  circumflance !  Burghley 
himfelf,  however  accuftomed  to  fuch  fcenes,  cafleth  an  im- 
ploring look  upon  the  chafed  Princess.  The  Statefmen  in 
embryo  crouch  together  in  a  far  off  bay  ;  and  the  flat-faced 
uftiers  gaze  fenfelesfly  at  nothing,  preferving  flate.  Only 
the  Captain  of  the  Guard  he  is  at  his  eafe.  But,  fl:ay  !  her 
Grace  hath  found  breath. 

"  We  little  thought  Robin  Dudley  would  king  it  in  the 
Netherlands  thus  !    Ha  !  " 

And  now,  crumpling  up  the  packet  in  her  pafTionate 
grafp,  fhe  daflies  it  on  the  floor.  Rifmg — one  would  have 
thought  the  Hyrcanian  Tigrefs,  in  extremefl:  ire,  robbed 
of  her  fucklings  5  or  yet  the  cub-drawn  Bear,  all  famiflied, 
was  about  to  fpring  upon  the  feeble  old  Statefman,  who 


Reynard  in  a  Trappe, 


hath  flill  his  hands  raifed  in  deprecation,  his  eyes  clofed  fo 
meekly. 

"  An  her  Grace's  Angels  have  made  fome  peace  in  France, 
her  Nobles  fhall  raife  more  tempefts  yet  in  Holland,"  quoth 
Tarleton. 

But  there  is  a  meafure,  and  a  method  too,  in  royal  fury, 
as  in  mofl:.  Elizabeth  knew  well  enough  that  Leicefler 
would  exceed  his  devoir  \  and  fuch  an  opportunity  of 
recalling  him,  and  of  thus  excufmg  herfelf  to  France  and 
Spain,  was  not  lofl  on  her.  Still  ihoudng  vehemently,  ihe 
rufhes  pafl  her  councillor. 

"  See  to't — fee  to't,  I  fay,  my  Lord  Treafurer  !  On 
your  life,  fee  to't — he  be  inftantly  revoked !  By  the 
wound  of  Chrift,  he  fhall  !  "  Ihe  continued,  paufmg  and 
turning  when  at  the  clofet  door — "  And  to  thofe  beg- 
garly States  fee  you  write  that,  as  to  their  own  difgrace, 
and  without  our  knowledge,  they  have  conferred  that 
abfolute  government  on  our  fubje6l  which  we  had  refufed 
for  ourfelves — fee,  I  fay,  they  now  eject  him  thence  !  " 

There  was  but  one  whofe  eye  met  hers  when,  in  the 
pride  of  power,  uncontrolled  will,  gratified  violence, 
excited  fpleen,  Elizabeth  fcowled  on  the  abafed  and  terri- 


The  Noble  Traytour. 


fied  Court.  She  did  not  indeed  quail  before  that  manly 
look  :  but,  when  fhe  flammed  the  door  behind  her,  there 
was  fome  irrefolution — not  to  fay  weaknefs — in  the  aflion. 

In  the  prefence-chamber  all  is  ftill.  You  may  hear 
fome  irregular  footfleps  in  the  clofet  yonder,  as  of  one 
flamping,  fay :  and  a  female  voice,  in  other  than  feminine 
accents,  flill  venting  fire  and  fmoke. 

"  Did'ft  hear  her  Grace's  ruff,  man  ? "  quoth  Tarleton. 

"  No,  fellow  !  Did 't  fpeak  ?" 

"  Speak,  quotha  !  '^t  faid  ffrrzz  I  warrant  ye,  as 
plainly  as  the  new  porpentine  in  Paris  Garden." 

"  'Tis  naught ! — a  gorgeous  rufF !  " 

"  Gorgeous  !  I  know  not.  Gorgonous,  you  mean,  fir, 
by  your  leave  ;  for  the  bare  fight  of  it  hath  turned  the 
Court  to  flone  ! " 

Prefently  the  ladies  in  waiting  withdraw  themfelves 
through  the  fide  paffages.  Vice-Chamberlain,  with  more 
ftatelinefs  even  then  wont,  fpeaks  to  the  feveral  flicks. 
It  has  become  known  that  her  Grace  will  not  return  jufl: 
yet.  The  guard  at  the  farther  end  are  relieved.  Secre- 
tary Davifon  affifls  the  Lord  High  Treafurer  to  rife :  the 
old  man's  fon  and  nephew  help  him  through  the  corridor 


A  Cure  for  the  Spleen. 


to  his  private  offices.  Sir  Walter  refpeftfully  addrefTes 
him  :  but  the  venerable  Burghley,  gravely  fhaking  his  head, 
fays  nothing.  And  Sir  Chriftopher  Hatton,  imitating  the 
wifdom  of  his  chief,  tells  no  State  fecrets :  though  he 
looketh  fomewhat  confcioufly  at  his  nether  limbs,  blandly 
fmiling  the  whilft. 

So  Ralegh  betakes  himfelf  to  the  fure  channel  of  Court 
intelligence.  Miftrefs  Throckmorton  knoweth  no  more  of 
what  has  pafl:  than  do  others  ;  yet  £he  afTures  him  that  her 
Grace  is  now  in  a  pleafant  mood,  having  eaten  fome 
tamarick  conferve,  and  eafed  the  indurate  paflion  of  her 
Ipleen,  by  inditing  a  fharp  and  taunting  letter  to  her  f weet 
Robin. 

"  You  fhould  have  feen  the  ftyle  in  which  fhe  worked 
her  Chirograph  ! "  faid  the  fair  maid  of  honour  ;  "  'twas  (o 
favagely  begun  !  She  burfl  a  fine  new  pen  upon  the  firfl 
ftroke  of  the  capital  E ;  yet,  ere  fhe  came  to  the  flourifh- 
ing  at  the  end,  her  hand  gat  tame  enough  ! " 

"  You'll  learn  temper  from  hand-writing  better  than 
from  talk,  Befs !  'Tis  not  fo  eafily  difguifed  as  the 
voice,  which  now  methinks  is  as  apt  to  betray  as  to 
inform." 
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"  I  mifdoubt  me,  nowithftanding,  that  the  matter  of  the 
hand-writing  is  more  hurtful  than  the  fpent  paffion  of  her 
Grace's  Ipecial  mark,"  faid  she ;  "  'tis  more,  belike,  than  the 
great  Earl  of  Leicefter  will  patiently  brook." 

"  Go  to,  Befs  ! — Go  to,  girl ! "  So  the  Captain  of  the 
Guard  kifled  the  fair  Throckmorton,  with  whom,  as  you 
fee,  he  had  fome  fecret  underflanding :  and  then  he  went 
down-ftairs  to  his  privy  clofet,  over  againfl  the  chamber  of 
the  Yeomen. 

And  prefently  (having,  as  it  feemed,  nothing  elfe  to  do) 
he  took  boat  from  "Whitehall  fteps  j  his  men  rowing  him 
clofe  to  the  water-gate  of  Leicefter-houfe.  Some  idle  fellows 
lounging  on  the  ftairs  by  the  Strand,  as  is  ufual  about 
Noblemen's  court-yards  and  premifes,  were  ready  to  talk 
with  any  one  as  ignorant  as  themfelves  ;  there  being,  as  you 
may  have  obferved,  a  marvellous  facility  in  the  communi- 
cating of  nothing.  And  yet,  ft  range  to  fay,  it  fhall  often 
happen  that  fomething  come  of  this  nothing  more  than 
they  wot  on.     Ralegh  'fconced  himfelf  behind  the  awning. 

One  whom  he  had  inftrufled,  afks — • 

"  What  news  of  m.y  good  Lord  ? "  ' 

"  Truly,  nothing  yet  I " 


A  Budget  ofNeivsJlylyJlit, 


"  Nor  of  my  lady  ! "  quoth  another  ;  and  then  there  was 
a  vulgar  laugh,  as  if  fome  coarfe  joke  had  pafled. 

"  Hark  ye  !  good  friend,"  faith  one  from  the  boat,  "  an 
you  have  no  news,  here's  for  ye.  The  Earl's  made  King 
of  Holland!" 

"  Nay — nay  ! "  cried  feveral,  while  the  rowers  dipped 
their  oars  as  if  about  to  move  away.     "  Stay,  goodman  ! 

ftay,  tell  us  " 

The  boat,  fomehow,  again  drifted  clofer  to  the  fhore  : 
and  there  was  after  a  while,  and  after  fome  modeil  exhi- 
bitions of  good  faith  between  all  parties,  an  interchange  of 
other  people's  fecrets,  very  profitlefs  to  all  fave  to  him  who 
fat  unnoticed  under  the  canopy.  No  man  better  than  he 
knowing  that  Wifdom  crieth  out  in  the  flreets,  he  liflenei 
regardfully  ;  albeit  on  the  water. 

"So  my  lady  the  Countefs  fails  for  Holland  ?" 

"  Ay  !  and  fhall  meet  my  Lord  in  the  Lowlands." 

"  The  Netherlands,  man  !  the  Netherlands  ! " 

"  I  care  not,    'tis   betwixt  dry  fea   and   wet   land,   the 

mefTenger  faid  " 

"  She  fhall  not  go  alone — fhall  fhe,  friend  ?" 

"  Blefs  ye,  no  !  The  Earl  hath  charged  bring  all   the 
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Lords  and  Ladies  flie  can  perfuade  to  grace  his  Court. 
There's  the  Earl  and  Countefs  of  Huntingdon,  and  my 
Lord  Rich,  and  my  lady  Penelope,  and  " 

"  And  Dame  Frances,  will  ihe  go  ? " 

"  I  hear  not,  though  her  gentlewoman  faid  (he  cried 
for't/* 

"  News  of  old  'Zekiel,  trow'fl  ?" 

"Struck,  they  fay!" 

"  When,  man — where  ? " 

"  In  Zutphen,  o'  courfe  !  " 

"  Zutphen  !  what  part  of  a  man's  that  ? " 

"  'Tis  a  Place,  fir — a  place,  as  Pm  told,  i'  th'  Low 
Countries." 

"  Ay  !  fo  I  thought  j  not  hurt  though — is  he  ?" 

«  The  Phyficians  fay  he  fhall  do  well." 

"  Then  belike  there  is  more  fear.    What  of  Sir  Philip  ? " 

"  His  thigh  be  mainly  wounded." 

"There  was  fome  fighting,  then  ?" 

"  Ay  ! — truly,  I  thought  you'd  told  me  that." 

"  Well !  was  there  not  ? — fo  I  faid  ! " 

"  Our  young  Earl,  the  Countefs  told  her  gentlewomen, 
hath  flelhed  his  fword  " 


RalegFs  Venture  to  Virginia. 


«  Who  ?  the  Earl  of  EfTex  ? " 

'*  Who  elfe  ?  A  was  the  firfl  to  throw  his  lance 
among  the  enemy.  '  Come  on/  quoth  he  ;  '  follow,  Englifli- 
men  !  St.  George  ! ' " 

"  Was  he  fo  hafty  ? " 

"  'Zekiel,  his  man,  faid  a  was  prone  enough  ere  he 
left  Buckinghamfhire." 

"  He's  a  tall  youth — toward,  belike  !  " 

"  I  believe  ye  !  he  manages  the  curtal-axe,  look  you  " 

"  Good-day,  lads  !  "  cried  one  at  the  helm ;  and  the 
little  boat,  making  as  it  would  go  towards  the  Boro',  cut 
acrofs  the  river  awhile,  and  then  rowed  up  againft  the 
flream  to  Weftminfter. 

He  is  a  bold  man,  Ralegh  !  and,  taking  his  cue  from 
Miftrefs  Throckmorton,  no  fooner  has  her  Majefly  done 
dinner  than  he  knocks,  unbidden,  at  the  clofet-door. 
Wmdfor,  Lord  in  waiting,  and  young  Gary,  Groom  o'  the 
chamber,  remcnftrate  and  reprove  him.  Black  rod  fhakes 
at  bare  idea  of  the  outrage ;  our  flat-faced  friends  bow 
mechanically.  But  a  female  voice — and  that  a  royal  voice 
(as  tliey  all  recognife) — bids  open  :  and  Sir  Walter,  bending 
to  the  ground,  clofes  the  door   behind   him.     He  flands 
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alone,  and  face  to  face  with  the  Queen  !  Judge  you,  oh 
Courtiers,  of  his  hardihood  ! 

"  Who  let  him  in  at  door  ?  " 

"  No  matter !  now  he'll  climb  up-flairs  by  his  own 
good-will !  " 

There  were  times  when  Elizabeth  would  have  refented 
mofl  feverely  fuch  an  intrufion  as  this.  And  to  Ralegh 
himfelf,  as  Captain  of  the  Guard,  would  the  punifhing  it, 
under  another  cafe,  have  been  affigned.  But  it  happened 
that,  either  her  Grace's  dinner  had  been  pleafant  and 
digeftible,  fo  checking  the  adverfe  flow  of  royal  bile, 
which,  as  the  faculty  tell  you,  mainly  occafions  ire,  and 
the  more  fo  in  lofty  and  abfolute  ftomachs  :  or  the  grand 
afTertion  of  manly  dignity,  which  this  bold  adventurer 
carried  about  him,  quieted  her  fpirlt.  (You  have  feen, 
perhaps,  a  fnarling  cur-tail  filenced  at  very  look  of  a 
maftiflf?  'Tis  a  figure  only !)  And,  as  the  authority 
which  rank  and  power  caft  over  fome  is  but  a  mere  fpell, 
taking  its  quality  from  the  weaknefs  of  its  votaries  :  fo  the 
fubmiffion  which  great  minds  yields  to  Genius,  fhall 
always  be  in  proportion  to  the  flrain  of  greatnefs  in  them- 
felves. 


Sir  Walter  Ralegh,  from  an  Original  Portrait.  1 3 

Thus  you  have  Elizabeth,  a  woman  herlelf  of  ftrong 
charafter,  with  fome  perception  of  the  ftrong  charafter 
now  prefent. 

He  is  of  a  folemn,  not  to  fay  of  a  grave  or  fad  coun- 
tenance, and  ftraight  make  o'  body.  Rather  of  a  v/ife 
afpeft,  and  great  prefence,  than  comely  as  it  is  called. 
Yet  is  he  very  pleafant-looking  while  difcourfmg,  which  he 
is  apt  to  do,  and  very  well  upon  almoft  every  fubje6f; 
blending  the  wifdom  of  the  Philofopher  with  the  facete- 
nefs  of  the  Courtier.  He  hath  more  faws  at  his  beck  than 
old  Burghley ;  more  life  and  wit  than  Leicefter  in  his 
higheft  humour.  Hatton  is  a  jackanapes  to  him — an 
Illyrian  !  Tarleton  a  poor  zany  ;  for  this  man's  jefts  are 
as  free  as  the  fool's  bolt,  though  they  be  delivered  with 
the  gravity  of  a  Paul's  Crofs  preacher.  As  you  liften  to 
him  you  will  forget  that  he  is  wont  to  be  haughty :  that 
more  than  once  he  hath  anfwered  your  modeft  queftions 
rather  rudely :  that  he  taketh  it  upon  himfelf  to  decide  that 
he,  being  fo  much  your  allowed  better,  hath  no  need  of 
your  praife  or  good-will.  'Tis  a  blemifh  i'  the  eye  o'  the 
man,  undoubtedly. 

Now  he  hath  diftinguifhed  himfelf  in  the  Irifti  wars,  as 
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you  have  heard.  Let  that  fpeak  well  for  his  endurance  and 
difcretion  !  He  hath,  moreover,  failed  on  Ibme  voyages  of 
difcovery.  Courageous  endeavours,  certainly !  He  was 
dutiful  and  fubj eft-like,  too,  naming  his  colony  after  our 
Virgin  Queen  \  and  had  he  not,  t'  other  day,  the  gallantry 
to  caft  his  new  plufh  cloak  i'  th'  mire ;  making  of  it  a  dry 
foot-cloth  for  her  Grace  ? 

"  He  fhall  get  many  fuits  for  that  one  he  fpoiled,"  quoth 
Mafter  Tarleton,  who  was  lobbing  about  promifcuoully 
at  the  time.  But  neither  he  nor  my  Lord  of  Leicefter, 
upon  whofe  arm  the  Queen  then  leaned,  knew  how  fond 
the  young  man  would  be  to  rife  to  fome  favour  at  Court : 
and  that  for  fome  better  reafon  than  to  wear  fine  clothes, 
albeit  he  loved  bravery  well  enough,  too  !  See  how  he  is 
apparelled  now  ! 

The  Queen  alone  (ilirewd  woman  though  a  Queen) 
hath  already  noted  his  ambition ;  for,  on  looking  through 
her  cafement,  fhe  found  this  line  fcratched  on  the  glafs — 

''  Fain  would  I  climb,  but  that  I  fear  to  fall ;  " 
and,  guefling  the  author,  put  her  diamond  ring  to  the  like 
employment — 

"  If  thy  heart  fail  thee,  do  not  climb  at  all!  '* 


A  Gentil  Knight  in  Ladye^s  Bower,  15 

A  royal  intimatioa  of  which  the  deceptioufly  diftruftful 
Knight  is  now  aware.  Lo,  he  kneeleth  on  the  floor  ! 
You  did  not  think  that  man  fo  humble  a  while  agone. 

To  one  reflefting  on  the  nature  of  certain  characters  and 
circumflances,  it  might  indeed  feem  probable  that,  amidft 
all  the  formal  pomps  and  fludied  cunning  of  that  Court 
life,  the  woman,  Elizabeth,  would  fometimes  feel  lonely  j 
and  the  advent  of  one  handfome  and  intelligent,  learned  and 
gay,  with  an  air  of  franknefs  devoting  himfelf  very  fl:ri(Sl:ly 
to  her  fervice,  would  be  calculated  to  folace  fuch  a  fpirit  •, 
for,  as  you  might  fay,  to  a  ftuiFy  room  he  opened  the  lattice, 
letting  in  frefh  breezes  and  health.  The  royal  and  feminine 
qualities  feem  to  have  always  been  ftrangely  confufed  in 
her  Grace  j  and  (with  reverence  be  it  fpoken)  more  fo  at 
this  juncture  than  heretofore. 

"  Ha  !  whom  have  we  here  ?"  faid  Ihe,  ftarting  from  her 
book  :  for  fhe  had  looked  for  nothing  lefs,  and  was  reading 
Sir  Thomas  Wyatt's  poems. 

"  Your  Highnefs's  humbleft  fervant,  Ralegh  !  " 

"  Are  w^e  not  retired,  firrah — eh  ? " 

"  Nay,  madam,  'tis  the  Court's  retired  when  you,  the 
light  and  glory  of  it,  cloud  your  royal  countenance." 
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"  Go  to  !     Go  to  !     This  is  not  the  Prefence,  fir." 

"  Lady,  'tis  the  fun  gives  fplendour  to  the  fkies  :  and, 
where  your  Grace  fhall  deign  to  fhine,  is  ever  Heaven  to  your 
Ralegh  !  " 

"  Very  pretty,  i'  faith  ! — but  art  advifed,  man  ?  "We  are 
alone ! " 

''  Wifdom  and  learning  circle  you  about !  'Tis  a  Triad, 
Gracious  Lady  !  The  continent  of  all  virtue  !  Madam, 
thefe  be  not  hidden  " 

"  Enough !  Enough !  What  make  you  here,  Sir 
Walter  ? " 

"  Care  of  your  royal  perfon.     Zeal  for  your  fervice,  duty, 
/  reverence,  love  " 

"  Zounds  what  a  coil !     Be  there  more  plots — eh  ?  " 

"  Your  Majefty  is,  I  trow,  already  iheltered  from  them 
in  the  bofom  of  your  fubjects  " 

"  Ha  !  we  know  not  that,  Ralegh  ;  we  know  not 
that ! — There  be  '  bofom  ferpents,'  trowTt  ?  What  plots 
now — eh  ?  " 

"  None  that  I  wot  on,  Madam  !  Your  Grace  will 
pardon  me.  Treafon  could  not  peep  through  the  Archers 
and  Yeomen  of  the  Guard." 
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"  Treafon  was  very  near't,  t'other  day  though,  firrah  ! 
— peeping  as  you  fay,  but  through  the  woods." 

"  Our  ranks  be  all  too  clofe   compaft,  and  true :    our 

men  too  loyal,  tall " 

"  Ah  !    we  thank  you  for  that  word,  Sir  Captain ;  the 
youth  who  ferved  our  dinner,  he  is  a  goodly  lad,  pardieu  !  " 
"  Your  humblefl  fervant  is  rewarded  in  your  Highnefs's 
praife  of  him." 

"  Good  !     But  if  there  be  no  plots  what  make  you  here, 
Sir  Walter  ? — we  were  private." 

"  Only,  gracious  Madam,  to  fignify  my  watchfulnefs." 
"  Well,  we  know't  man — know't  !  yet,  if  we  miflake 
not,  your  place  is  i'  th'  Guard-room."     And  the    Queen 
fet  her  cold  grey  eyes  Jleadlly  on  the  Captain  of  the  Guard, 
who    hung  his    head  a  little,  as  one    abafhed    before    fo 
royal  a  lady.     Yet  his  eye  met  hers  ever  -,  and  fhe  could 
not    defcry   all  that  was    paffing  in    his  mind,  albeit  fhe 
regarded  him  long  and  carefully. 
«  What  more,  Sir  Walter  ?  " 
"  Your  Majefly,  I  have  faid  nothing  yet !  " 
"  Ha  !     Go  to,  I  knov/'il  !     What  wilt  be  at,  man  ?  " 
At  length    Ralegh  Hated  roundly  his  belief  that   her 
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Highnefs  was  not  always  well  informed  in  State  matters  ; 
that  the  lateft  and  moft  important  news  was  occafionally 
kept  back. 

"  God's  body,  man  !  wilt  teach  my  Lord  Treafurer  ?  " 
exclaimed  the  Queen.     "  Hath  France  armed — eh  ? " 

"  Not  that  I  know  of,  Madam." 

"  Not  that  you  know  of,  firrah  !  where's  your  intelli- 
gence ? " 

«  The  Spaniard  " 

"  Ha  !  Fitting  out  ihips — eh  ?" 

"  Nor  that  " 

"  What  then — what  then  ?  Sir  Knave." 

"  The  Spaniard,  pleafe  your  Grace" 


"  Go  to,  man  !  Out  with  your  budget  o'  news  !  You  try 
our  patience." 

"  There  hath  been,  as  I  am  informed,  a  battle  in  the 
Netherlands." 

"  And  we  knew  it  not  !  When  ?  how  ?  Where — did'fl 
fay  ?     By  God's  paiTion !  our  General  " 

"  Your  Grace's  pardon.  But  'twas  that  I  would  have 
fpoken  of." 

"  How  know'ft  't  ?  where,  I  fay  ?" 


The  Knight  taketh  Heart,  I^ 

^'  At  Zutphen,  an  it  pleafe  your  Majefly — and  Sir  Philip 
Sidney  lay  wounded  there." 

*'  How  know'ft  all  this  ?  Nor  Burghley,  nor  Walfmg- 
ham,  nor  honeft  Will  Davifon  have  faid  't ;  not  a  word  of 't 
i'  the  packet !  'Tis  not  true,  belike.  Some  plot !  Beware  Sir 
"Walter."    Verily  £he  would  have  quelled  a  meeker  man. 

"  Your  Highnefs's  pardon.  I  do  bethink  me,  that 
packet  is  but  the  companion  one  to  others  more  intelligent." 

"  An  the  balance  be  held  awry,  'tis  time  we  ourfeives 
went  into  the  weigh-houfe,"  quoth  fhe,  walking  hurriedly 
to  and  fro. 

And  then  Ralegh  told  her  Majefly  how  he  had  learned 
the  news  from  Holland  \  and  what  it  was.  He  ftated  his 
fufpicions,  alfo,  that  her  Grace's  advlfers  often  took  upon 
themfelves  to  a6f  without  advihng  her  Grace  of  the  affairs 
of  ftate  then  pending,  having  their  reafons  for  fo  doing : 
and  how  he,  Ralegh,  being  always  intent  on  these  matters, 
and  of  a  prone  difpofition,  had  taken  upon  himfelf  to  watch 
her  Grace's  fervants  -,  to  wit,  Burghley,  Wallingham,  and 
Leicefter.  And  taking  courage,  for  the  Queen  remained 
filent,  turning  on  him  now  and  again  only  with  a  tofs  of 
the  head,  or  a  clutch  o'  the  fist,  Sir  Walter  launched  out 


20  The  Noble  Traytoiir. 


into  the  mid-ocean  of  Policy :  expreffing  in  a  fage  and 
flowing  fpeech  what  he  had  long  been  cogitating  about 
things  in  general,  and  of  her  Majefl:y's  welfare  particularly. 

"  By  God's  glory  ! "  cried  the  Queen,  roufing  herfelf,  as 
fhe  was  wont,  with  a  flamp  o'  the  foot.  "  You  are  a 
iaucy  knave — a  fcurvy  jack — meddling  with  fl:ate  matters, 
and  with  our  royal  policy  !  Go  to,  firrah  !  Go  to  !  Begone, 
I  fay  !  and  praife  our  clemency  on  your  knees  that  we  fet 
you  not  by  the  heels.  Sir  Traveller  !  Ha,  Sir  Oracle  ! — 
for  your  impertinent  and  crafty  interference  !  Much, 
indeed  !     Begone,  I  fay  ! " 

And  fo  Ralegh,  bowing  confufedly,  but  flill  keeping  his 
eye  bent  on  the  royal  lady — as  you  may  have  feen  the  bear- 
ward  do  on  a  curft  Beafl — rofe  and  walked  backwards 
from  the  clofet. 

Elizabeth  fat  exhaufted  for  a  while.  Then,  remembering 
how  fhe  had  outfaced  her  Captain  of  the  Guard,  fhe 
fmiled:  bethinking  herfelf,  prefently,  that  it  was  a  pleafant 
thing  to  have  one  of  fo  gentle  breeding  fo  humbly  at  her 
beck,  and  one  of  fo  wife  a  wit  intelligently  devoted  to  her. 
She  concluded  that  it  is  well  Sir  Walter  Ralegh  is  neither 
a  mere  idle  Courtier,  nor  yet  a  member  of  the  Privy  Council. 


CHAPTER  II. 


We  know  each  other  s  faces  :  for  our  heaHs^ 
He  knoivs  no  more  of  mine  than  I  of  yours  ^ 
Or  I  of  his y  my  lord,  than  you  of  mitie" 

K.  Richard  III.  aft  in.  fc.  iv. 

ALEGH'S  adventure  of  the  white  plufli  cloak 
was,  after  all,  but  an  epitome  of  his  character, 
as  that  abrupt  parley  with  the  Queen  proved. 
He  had,  and  more  than  once,  even  thus  early  in  his  career, 
flaked  his  all  ('twas  little  enough  fometimes,  but  yet  his 
all)  upon  the  turn  o'  the  Wheel.  And  his  courage  never 
forfaking  him,  lately  he  believeth  his  fortune  to  be  in  the 
afcendant ;  for,  defpite  her  boifterous  and  unexpefted 
oufting  of  him  from  the  clofet  t'other  day,  he  feeth  that,  by 
a  bold  demeanour,  he  could  captivate  Elizabeth's  mind,  as 
by  a  brave  and  wanton  bearing  he  had  already  taken  pof- 
felTion  of  her  fancy. 
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He  hath  been  refolving  the  chances  in  his  favour,  fhould 
he  cry  aim  at  politics.  Ambition  and  vanity  ftrove  in  him 
for  maflery.  Sir  Walter,  thinking  he  hath  a  vocation  for 
Affairs,  trims  his  bow,  examining  by  the  way  the  fhafts  and 
the  fkill  of  those  about  the  Court.  He  perceives  prefently, 
that  an  honefl  wifdom  has  lefs  to  do  in  the  conduft  of  the 
ftate,  than  either  the  daring  off-hand  courfe  of  meeting 
difficulties  (when  they  become  fuch)  haphazard,  as  the 
faying  is,  with  a  high  hand,  which  was  the  old  ufe  •,  or  a 
fly  fubtle  policy,  bafed  on  the  tricks  of  fpies,  intelligences, 
and  fuch  like — to  wit,  plots,  counterplots,  falfehoods,  for- 
geries. 

Now  the  Queen's  policy,  as  v/e  have  feen,  bodies  to- 
gether the  policy  of  her  Council.  She  goeth  into  the 
weigh-houfe,  as  it  were,  to  fee  that  the  balance  be  flraight 
now.  You  may  have  obferved  that  State  folk  are  not  true 
to  one  another  •,  and  that  'tis  the  very  point  and  excellence 
of  the  craft  to  outwit  your  fellow.  Wherefore,  'tis  a 
wonderful  flroke  by  v/hich  fhe  rules  all  parties,  whenfo- 
ever  fhe  perceiveth  a  difference  between  them  :  for  fhe  will 
furely  oppofe  thefe  one  to  the  other.  And  then,  while 
Leicefler  is  bluftering  about  the  Butts  (as  one  might  fay), 
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and  Walfingham  creeping  towards  the  Wanding,  my  Lo. 
Burghley  takes  the  vantage :  for,  let  who  elfe  will  ilioot 
fair,  the  Treafiirer  hits  the  White. 

Sir  Francis  Walfingham,  returning  from  abroad  after 
Queen  Mary's  time,  brought  with  him  (over  and  above 
fome  very  efpecial  Proteftant  doftrines,  whereby  the  knife 
was  fo  fliarpened  as  that  no  fteel  was  left  to  make  ufe  of)  a 
great  facility  in  foreign  Languages,  and  much  knowledge  in 
the  manners  of  Courts,  their  policies,  interefts,  and  fo  forth. 

This  great  ftatesman  alfo  brought  from  foreign  parts 
that  perfidious,  un-Englifli,  and  abhominable  fyflem  of 
fpying,  which  is  now  fo  common  ;  having  for  its  objecft 
(Sir  Thomas  ufed  to  fiy)  the  overthrow  of  all  that  is  truly 
noble  in  our  nature,  by  the  mofl  bafe  and  profligate  of 
means.  However  this  may  be,  her  Majefly's  fecretary 
hath  without  doubt  employed  no  lefs  than  feventy  agents 
or  intelligencers  at  home  and  abroad !  "  A  fort  of 
Sanhedrim,  fir,"  quoth  Mafter  Tarleton,  "  wherein  every 
member  is  a  Judas  ! " 

It  was  his  policy,  too,  v/hich,  in  the  time  of  the  late 
King,  gave  birth  to  and  foflered  that  infurre6lion  of  the 
Hugonots,  which  ftill  bears  its  wild  fruit  in  France.     And 
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our. 


you  may  believe  that,  without  his  meddling,  the  feaft  of  St. 
Bartholomew  might  have  pafTed  that  time  fans  bloodihed. 
It  was  he,  too  (Walfmgham — not  Judas,  nor  Bartholo- 
mew), who  maimed  and  ftuntedthe  growth  of  the  Auftrian 
power  in  the  Netherlands,  aiding  the  Dutch.  This,  how- 
ever, you  will  view  according  to  your  own  policy  in  the 
matter :  certain  it  is,  he  a6led  unjuftly  with  a  view  to  a 
laudable  end  ;  but,  remember,  we  fhall  fhortly  have  to  pay 
the  cofl  of  that  adventure,  and  the  Lord  Treafurer  reckons 
it  indifferently  great. 

Now  to  leave  thefe  pafl  particularities,  and  come  to  his 
ufe.  Sir  Francis,  look  you,  would  weave  (for  his  recrea- 
tion) Plots,  in  which  bufy  people,  having  a  natural  tafte  for 
intrigues,  fhould  fo  entangle  themfelves  that  they  could 
never  efcape,  but  muft  inevitably  come  to  ruin.  And  this 
he  would  do,  you  would  think,  out  of  the  pure  love  of  de- 
ception and  overreaching.  He  being,  in  truth,  the  very 
Mole  of  the  Privy  Council  (Walfmgham) :  for  as  that  fub- 
tle  and  fabterranean  beafl  maketh  his  long  winding  cham- 
bers with  pafTages  and  corridors,  wherein  the  fimple  and 
feely  worms  do  crawl  unwittingly  to  their  unavoidable  and 
miferable  deftruclion,  fo  would  he  cherifh  a  plot  invifibly. 
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as  it  were,  making  plain  and  eafy  the  way  thereof :  none 
finding  out  that  he  was  a  working  under  them  till  they 
felt  themfelves  caught  in  thefe  toils  of  his,  from  which  there 
was  (alas  !)  no  efcaping.  He  would,  look  you,  after  fuch 
and  fuch  difcovery  of  treafonable  devices,  admit  the  very 
confpirators  to  the  prefence  of  the  Queen  herfelf ;  dogging 
them  the  while  fhrewdly,  that  he  might  the  more  furely 
hale  them  to  an  overthrow.  Infomuch  that  one  faid,  "  If, 
fir,  you  mufl  needs  ftand  at  odds  with  your  Sovereign  Lady 
the  Queen  of  thefe  realms,  entertain  a  little  plot  of  your 
own  manfully  :  but  go  not  about  to  acquaint  her  Majefty's 
principal  fecretary  with  it." 

Oh  !  that  man  would  make  windows  into  men's  very 
hearts  and  confciences,  fpying  therein  the  reflexion  of  his 
own  evil  nature  only :  as  they  fee  but  themfelves  'minifhed 
and  diftorted  who  look  peeringly  into  others'  eyes ! 

For  my  Lord  of  Leicefler  (though  ibme  time  funning 
himfelf  in  that  nobleman's  patronage)  Ralegh  has  the  mof^ 
abfolute  contempt.  "  Yet,"  quoth  he,  "  'twill  be  well  to 
keep  i'  the  eye  of  his  favour  (fhould  he  recover  her  Grace) ; 
for  he  hath  humours  to  catch  her  aifeftion  'twould  be 
behoveful  for  me  to  learn  the  trick  of." 
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Then,  not  ftaying  to  queflion  thofe  rumours  of  focial 
villainy  which  Leicefter's  own  nephew  had  failed  to  refute  : 
to  wit,  fuch  as  had  gained  his  Lordfhip  the  pretty  name  of 
Gipfey ;  nor  yet  his  mifchievous  interference  in  every  man's 
affairs  who  would  not  bow  down  (as  it  were)  to  the 
image — to  wit,  his  pride — that  he  had  fet  up,  Sir  Walter 
regards  my  Lord  but  as  a  Politician  and  Court  creature, 
who  had  indeed  a  large  faftion,  but  now  lay  under  her 
Majefly's  difpleafure. 

"  If,"  quoth  he,  "  his  policy  hath  any  clear  objeft,  'twill 
defeat  itfelf  \  being  fuch  as  is  fure  foon  to  awaken  jealousy  in 
the  Qu^een.  It  hath  been  said  at  one  time  he  would  fain  wed 
the  Scots  Queen  ;  prefently  you  learn  that,  for  his  brother- 
in-law  Huntingdon  (claiming  through  Clarence's  houfe),  he 
would  overwhelm  the  v/hole  Houfe  of  Stuart.  He  is 
neither  cautelous  at  all  for  himfelf  (in  public  matters),  nor 
ufeful  enough — being  in  truth  naught — to  be  trufted  in 
any  weighty  matter.  You  fhall  find  him  ever  urging 
violence  where  forbearance  is  due :  and  altogether  fo 
unfcrupulous,  that,  exceeding  all  others,  they  will  furely 
fear  to  go  his  lengths.  Men  act  with  him — under 
him,  left   he  fhould  turn  againil:   them.      His   council  is 
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therefore  to  be  avoided  as  dangerous  ;  his  hatred  as 
deadly. 

''  True  he  hath  the  Puritans,  to  a  man,  at  his  beck.  Not, 
I  warrant,  from  any  confiflency  between  them.  They 
have  hoifl  him  into  the  Generalfliip  in  Holland  yonder, 
partly  for  their  own  glory,  he  being  their  admitted  Chief : 
partly  for  that  his  father  and  brother  perifhed  in  their 
caufe.  And,  had  he  not  now  fhot  beyond  the  mark 
(Kinging  it  to  fatiate  his  egregious  vanity),  he  might  have 
clapped  i'  th'  clout ;  gaining  fome  applaufe  for  a  wife  and 
profperous  campaign. 

"  Her  Grace  calls  him  back  :  and  I  truft  to  no  honour  or 
employment.  He  is  getting  too  old  and  fat ;  and  Ihall  not 
(peradventure)  long  pleafe  her  Fancy.  His  fenfuality,  which 
once  made  him  jovial,  will  now  fhew  him  difgufting  only. 
*Tis  time !  He  hath  long  whiles  had  the  cards  in  his 
hand :  and  you  fhall  ever  know  his  game,  for  the 
Knave's  to  be  feen  at  bottom  o'  th'  pack,  though  he  make 
a  great  fhow  of  the  Queen  a-top  !  " 

But  Ralegh  feels  it  not  fo  eafy  to  enlighten  him- 
felf  on  the  myfterious  policy  of  my  Lord  Treafurer,  that 
veteran  being  as  referved  and  cautelous  as  he  is  aflute. 
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"  When  you  think,"  faid  he,  "  you  fpy  what  my  Lord 
would  be  at,  ftraightway  he  will  turn  you  to  fome  other 
look-out.  And  that  not,  I  fay,  becaufe  he  is  verfatile — 
far  from  it ;  being  the  moft  fteady  and  perfevering  flates- 
man  you  could  imagine.  But  he  keepeth  fo  direft  a  courfe, 
knowing  all  that  is  fitting,  and  being  able  to  apply  all  he 
knoweth  fo  exaftly,  that,  while  you  expedl  to  find  him 
twifting  and  turning  as  is  the  wriggling  policy  of  fome,  he 
outwits  you  by  taking  the  neareft  route.  'Tis  this,  furely, 
makes  him  more  than  a  match  for  Sir  Francis,  who  is,  » 
perhaps,  as  great  a  lover  of  his  country,  and  as  free  from 
venal  corruption  as  himfelf. 

"  Walfnigham,"  he  concluded,  "  will  anfwer  you  fully 
when  Burghley  will  not  fpeak  a  word.  But  you  had  better 
trufl  my  Lord's  filence  than  the  Secretary's  confeflion." 

And,  having  thus  weighed  his  competitors  in  the  balance 
of  his  own  conceit  (himfelf  in  t'other  fcale).  Sir  Walter 
now  refolves  to  mount  Fortune's  wheel  fo  foon  as  it 
fhall  come  round  and  fufficiently  near. 

In  the  mean  time,  however — and  perhaps  it  is  an  under- 
plot of  his  Excellency  the  Earl  of  Leicefier  (for  poor 
Sir  Francis  is  too  bufy  with  his  grief  jufl  now),  the  young 
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Earl  of  EfTex  cometh  home  General  of  the  Horfe  in  room  of 
Sir  Philip  Sydney,  who,  fome  days  after  that  unhappy  affair 
at  Zutphen,  deceafed,  to  the  regret  as  well  as  lofs  of  this 
whole  realm  ;  no  man,  in  or  before  our  time,  having  been 
fo  hopeful,  or  fo  worthy  of  the  nation's  love.  And  it  is  not 
too  much  praife  to  fay,  that  mxany  generations  may  pafs,  ere 
the  like  of  that  amiable  and  accomplifhed  gentleman  fhall 
appear. 

Indeed  EfTex,  as  you  fee  him  in  the  Court  from  day  to 
day  (for  the  Qu^een  keepeth  him  in  eye),  reminds  you  by 
his  gravity  of  the  forrow  he  has  recently  pafTed  through  j 
lofmg  fo  bleffed  an  infl:ru6lor,  and  fucli  an  afFe6lionate 
friend.  It  is  to  be  hoped  the  young  Earl  fhall  have  pro- 
fited by  his  intercourfe  with  that  high-touched  fpirit. 

Now  Burghley  had  overruled  Elizabeth  in  the  matter  of 
revoking  Leicefler  publicly,  for  he  would  not  offend  the 
Puritans  at  this  jun6lure.  But,  leaving  matters  to  their 
courfe  (as  was  fometimes  his  way),  the  States  prefently  gat 
offended  with  the  EarPs  prefumption ;  and  he,  infulted  at 
their  negleft  of  him,  came  home  unexpedledly,  bringing,  as 
you  have  feen,  Effex. 

"  What  hath  brought  my  Lord  back  now  ? "  quoth  one. 
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"  111  of  a  fudden  ! "  anfwereth  Tarleton.  "  'Tis  a  difeafe 
o'  th'  Wars  !  " 

And  fince  Philip's  death,  Dame  Frances  hath  been  flaying 
in  the  houfe  of  her  father.  Sir  Francis  Walfnigham,  as  fhe 
ought.  So  EfTex  goes  thither,  that,  if  it  may  be,  he  fliall 
lighten  her  grief,  by  Ihewing  her  how  he  alfo  bear- 
eth  his. 

As  he  rides,  there  feems  more  ftir  than  ufual  in  the 
ftreets.  People  are  running  to  and  fro,  and  fpeaking 
earneflly  to  each  other — fhaking  of  hands,  gefticulating, 
laughing.     Only  a  few  look  iadly. 

"  Run  on  towards  Paul's,  man,"  faid  one,  following  the 
word. 

"  Nay,"  quoth  another,  "  thoro'  Smithfieid.'* 

One  whom  'Zekiel  fpake  to  saying — 

"  Ballard's  'relied,"  hurries  off. 

"What  for?"  cries  'Zekiel,  with  an  oath.  A  fellow 
paffing  anfwers — "  Plots,  what  elfe." 

"  Damn  plots,"  laith  'Zekiel  bitterly,  "  and  to  the  devil 
with  their  policy  !" 

"Silence!"  cries  EfTex,  flernly.  "Let  me  not  hear  you 
fwear,  'Zekiel.     If  you  have  learned  that  coarfe  habit  (not 
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to  call  it  profanely  wicked — which  it  is)  i'  the  camp,  e'en 
leave  it  there." 

"Treafon!"  "Treafon!"  "A  Confpiracy!"  «A  Con- 
fpiracy  ! "  fhouted  the  people  on  all  fides,  coming  together 
— feparating — running  to  and  fro — without  order  or  pur- 
pofe.  "  Treafon  !"  "A  Confpiracy  !"  "  More  Treafon  !" 
«  Another  Confpiracy  !  "  "  Plots  !  "  "  Popilh  Plots  !  " 
«  Other  Plots  ! "  "  More  on  'em  ! "  "  One  ! "  "  Two  ! " 
«  Three  ! "  "  No  end  of  Plots,  of  Popiili  Plots  ! "  "  Down 
with  'em  !"  "  Down  with  the  Pope  !"  "  I'Cill,  burn,  de- 
flroy  !  "  "  No  Mafs  !"  "  None  o'  your  Priefts  !"  "  No 
Jefdit  Plots  !"     «  No  Plot-priefts  !"     «No  Jefuit  Maffes  ! " 

Effex  rode  through  the  crowd.  As  he  approached 
Walfmgham  gardens  (by  St.  Andrew  his  church  on 
Holborn  Hill — a  cheerful  place  as  you  could  wifh)  the 
throng  preffed  him  inconveniently  ;  but  he  cried  with  fome 
authority  (as  a  Lord  fhould),  "  Make  way  there  !  "  and 
'Zekiel,  having  recovered  from  his  rebuff,  fhouted,  "  Make 
way  there  for  Her  Grace's  General  of  the  Horfe  ! "  And 
fo  there  was  a  little  filence,  the  crowd  drawing  back  to 
regard  refpecffully  Her  Grace's  General  of  the  Horfe ! 

"A's  very  young  !"  quoth  one. 
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"  Better  young  than  too  old  ! "  faith  another. 

«  Ay  !  fo  all  come  t'  it ! " 

"  A  may  get  better  one  way  :  miijt  grow  worfe  t'other  ! " 

And  EfTex  raifed  his  hat  from  his  head,  bowing;  and 
with  a  "  God  fwe  the  Queen  ! "  rode  under  the  archway. 

Difmounting  at  the  inner  gate,  he  meets  Mailer  Davifon 
coming  out.  The  young  Secretary  feems  anxious  and 
earnefl,  his  fair  and  friendly  countenance  being  clouded 
with  a  look  of  unwonted  diftrufl:.  His  frank  and  honeft 
addrefs,  which  had  erfl:  commended  him  to  ElTex,  is  now 
inquiet.  With  head  bent,  and  eyes  caft  down,  he  would 
avoid  colloquy  if  it  might  be. 

"  Ha  !  Davifon  !  What  ho,  man  ! "  cries  EfTex. 

"  Your  fervant,  my  Lord,"  quoth  he,  going  on  one  knee. 

"  What's  this  noife  about — eh  ?  trow'ft  ?" 

«  r  faith,  my  Lord,  'tis  no  flate  fecret  now  !  An  Efquire's 
taken :  and  a  deep  plot  fome  Jefuits  made,  with  th'  Scots 
Queen's  privacy,  happily  difcovered,  'tis  fiid.  They  and 
their  complices  now  i'  the  Tower — fafe." 

«  God  five  the  Queen  ! "  cried  Effex.  "  Was  her  Grace 
threatened  ? " 

"  Ay !    to  the  life,   the   rumour   goes  !     Mary  fhould 
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have  been  proclaimed  ;  and  they  of  her  part  (with  the  help 
of  Spain)  put  a  top ;  'tis  a  providence,  my  Lord,  watches 
our  Lady,  Sir  Francis  faith  ! " 

"  True  !  true  !  Mafler  Davifon.  And  fhe  is  fhielded 
in  the  love  of  her  fubje6fs  generally  !     What  Squire  is't?" 

"  One  Babington,  my  Lord,  of  Derbyfliire." 

«  Oh  !  I  know  him  not,  thank  God  !" 

"  Nor  'tis  not  fit,  my  Lord  ! " 

«  And  how  difclofed— eh  ?" 

"  Oh,  that's  fl:ate  matter,  good,  my  Lord  !  your  pardon." 

"  Policy  ! "  chuckled  'Zekiel  between  his  teeth. 

"  Sir  Francis — is  he  to  be  fpoken  with  ?" 

"  His  honour  is  retired.  But  he  will,  I  doubt  not,  fee 
my  good  Lord  of  EfTex." 


"^5^5^ 
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"  No  more  JJjall  ive  come  tiear. 

To  tell  oiirfelves  how  bright  each  other'* s  eyes  were, 
How/oft  our  language,  and  how  fweet  our  kijjesy 
JVhil/l  lue  made  one  our  food,  f  other  our  feajl ; 
Nor  mix  our  fouls  hy  fight,  or  by  a  letter 
Hereafter.'^  Beggar's  Bush,  a6l.  v.  {c.  ii. 

N  a  fair  fouth  chamber  the  widow  of  Sir 
Philip  Sidney  fits  folitary.  She  is  the  laft  of 
I'  her  father's  houfe.  And  the  old  man  is  below, 
machinating  his  counterplots  as  ufual.  Only  a  little  girl — 
nuw  of  fome  eighteen  months — her  dear  hufband's  pledge 
of  love,  lies  alleep  on  her  lap. 

The  bright  landfcape  is  fpread  out  before  her,  but  in 
vain.  Her  heart  is  flirouded  in  forrow.  And  the  glare 
of  funfhlne — like  the  flattery  of  the  frivolous  and  gay — ^is 
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only  irkfome  to  her.  The  cheerful  villages,  which  give 
life  to  the  harvefted  field,  pleafe  her  not :  for  they  tell  of 
happy  homes,  and  her's  is  very  defolate.  Horfemen  and 
foot  journeyers  wending  eafily  through  the  picture,  bring 
her  mind  too  rudely  back  from  far  off  thoughts  ;  nay  the 
familiar  Spires,  peering  more  boldly  day  by  day  as  the 
man3^-coloured  Autumn  crifps  and  fcatters  the  leaves,  are 
only  noticed  to  remind  her  that  when  thofe  trees  yonder 
were  frefh  and  green,  he,  the  hufband  of  her  youth  and 
her  firfl  love,  was  befide  her  !  She  his  fruitful  vine  :  that 
child  their  promifed  olive  branch  !  God  help  thee,  poor 
Frances  !     Thou  art  very  v/retched  and  forlorn  now  ! 

Anon  fhe  rocks  her  baby  on  her  knee :  parts  its  floffy 
hair  with  her  fmooth  fingers  :  looks  on  it  tenderly ;  and 
then  fighs  as  if  a  world  of  woe  lay  heavy  on  her  panting 
heart.  'Tis  her  only  comfort,  that  little  one  !  Heaven 
knows  how  her  prayers  in  its  behalf  well  up  from  her 
wounded  fpirit !  "  So  like  Philip,  this  little  one  •,  this  poor 
little  only  child  !  "  And  then  the  mother  bends  down  to 
kifs  her  dear  face,  and  would  fain  fay,  "  God  blefs  thee  ! " 
but  no  word  can  pafs  the  ftifled  throat,  and  tears  gufh  out 
am^,  ' 
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Poor  Frances  !  ihe  is  very  miferable  and  lonely.     Her 
heart  is  faint  within  her :  yet  is  it  full  of  tendernefs  and 
refignation.     "  Woe  is  me  !  "  fhe  crieth.     "  Woe  is  me  ! 
for  my  houfe  is  broken  up  ;  my  hufband,  the  light  of  my 
life,  and  the  glory  of  my  heart — my  own,  my  fweet  Philip — 
is  no  more ;  and  I  am  very  forrowful !  "     And  there  is 
none  to  comfort  her :  none  to  bid  her  ftay  on  God,  who  is 
the  widow's  truft,   and   the  father   of  orphans.     There  is 
none  to  fay  "  courage,"  fhewing  how  fhe  fhould  hope  in 
that  little  girl's  hfe ;  that  it  might  (with  God's  bleffing  and 
her  own  care)  confole  her  much  for  other  lofTes.     There 
is  none,  look  you,  on  whofe  breaft   fhe  could  caft  herfelf, 
pouring  out  her  grief.     Too  much  odds  there  is  between 
her  and  the  old  man,  her  father ;  whofe  nature,  kindly 
afFeftioned  though  it  be  to  her,  is  engroffed  in  affairs.     He 
cannot  remember  the  days  of  his  own  love  •,  and,  though 
he  hath  lofl  dear  wife  and  children,  hopeful  and  many, 
and  hath  had  forrows  as  all  men,  God  wots,  have  in  their 
time ;  yet  his  pulfe  beats  flower  than  it  did  whilom  :  and 
he  hath  learned  to  look  on  the  feelings  of  life  as  pafling  or 
nought — a  ftratagem,  may  be,  to  be  ended  by  a  plot — 
engaging  body  and  foul  day  after  day,  more  and  more,  in 
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ftate-craft  and  policy.  Does  he  not  know  that  the  heart 
fnall  live  when  the  kingdoms  of  this  world  have  perilhed  ? 

Poor  Frances  would  be  fain  e'en  have  his  cold  comfort 
now  and  again.  Fain  even  to  fee  him  fondle  the  child — 
his  own  only  grandchild.  But  he  faith,  "  How  is't  with 
you,  my  Frank  ? "  and  fo  goeth  into  his  clofet  flraightway, 
never  heeding  the  innocent  little  foul  who  ftiall  carry  his 
blood  to  many  noble  generadons. 

And,  when  Frances  would  have  one  of  the  Church  to 
fpeak  with  her,  and  pour  balm  on  her  fore, — one  who,  per- 
adventure,  had  loft  the  defire  of  his  own  eyes,  the  delight 
of  his  own  heart, — one  who  fhould  fay  i'  th'  Holy  name  of 
Chrift,  gendy,  "  Come  unto  me  !  "  fhewing  her  that  fhe 
fhould  caft  all  her  care  on  Him  who  cared  for  us,  having 
Himfelf  known  grief  and  aifliclion  more  than  we, — one 
w^ho,  in  a  manly  fpirit,  fhould  bid  her  not  take  thought  for 
herfelf  nor  for  her  infant ;  having  patience  to  bear  whr.t 
God  had  willed,  and  faith  to  feel  His  hand  ruling  of  her 
caufe :  then,  and  inifead  of  fuch,  forfooth,  her  father 
fends  to  her  one  Mafter  Cartwright,  a  man  fufficiently 
notorious,  whom  the  Archbifhop  refufed  to  licence,  albeit 
at  the  Earl  of  Leicefter's  inftance.     But  he  would  open  up 
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queflions  of  difcipline  and  controverfies  of  doftrine,  which 
availed  not  to  cure  her  fmart.  And  another  reverend  gen- 
tleman would  fa}',  in  a  quaint  fafhion  (as  if  there  were  a 
charm  in  the  words),  "  Ichabod  !  "  and  "  Mara  !  "  or 
fome  fuch  outlandifh  terms,  which  the  poor  woman  could 
neither  ufe  to  her  peace  nor  underflanding. 

And  fhe,  bemoaning  her  lot  very  fadly  (for  it  feemed  to 
her  more  than  fhe  could  bear),  it  happened  as  fhe  was 
paffioning,  and  faying,  "  Alas,  alas  ! "  that  her  child  awoke — 
for  tears  will  fall  even  on  a  baby's  face :  and  the  child  alfo 
cried  piteoufly  (though  it  knew  not  its  trouble) :  but  then 
the  mother  forgat  her  care,  trying  to  quiet  her  little  one. 
And  thus  God,  the  Comforter,  foothes  us  all — even  through 
the  fmalleft  and  moft  helplefs  means. 

And  it  fo  fell  out  that,  as  fhe  was  fmging  to  the  child — 

'*  Lully^  lulla,  thou  littel  tmy  childe. 

By,  by,  lully,  lulla  : 
Lully,  lulla,  thou  littel  tiny  childe. 

By,  by,  lully,  lulla, 
That  ivoe  is  fne,  poor  childe^for  thee, 

And  ever  mourn  and  fay  " — 

That  EfTex  entered.  The  child's  fleep  had  now  pafTed 
from  it,  and  flie  would  fain  get  down  off  her  mother's 
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lap  to  toddle  on  the  floor  ;  toying  with  a  mammet  of  clouts 
her  nurfe  had  made.  And  the  Lady,  when  Ihe  faw  him 
who  had  been  with  her  hufband  in  his  extremity,  trembled 
very  much ;  her  knees  refuiing  to  fupport  her.  In  truth 
ihe  had  fallen  down  ftraightway,  had  not  the  young  Lord 
held  her  up.  And  fo  he  led  her  to  a  couch  or  daybed, 
holding  her  hand  aifeclionately.  He  did  not  fpeak  as  yet : 
for  his  own  heart  was  fall  of  pity :  and  pity,  though  it  tell 
much  by  the  eye  and  the  touch,  hath  but  a  forry  tongue. 

"  Poor  young  woman ! "  thought  he,  beholding  her 
tenderly,  "  Poor  young  woman  !  So  lately  a  happy  bride 
to  the  moft  noble  and  fond  hufband  !  now,  alas,  a  moft 
difconfolate  and  lonefome  wddow  !  " 

Nor,  indeed,  could  flie  fpeak,  though  afla.ying  to  do  fo 
more  than  once  or  twice.  For  her  breath  came  diforderly, 
as  her  bcfom  jumped  \  and  her  hands  and  feet  were  hot 
and  cold  by  turns.  At  length  ilie  lifted  up  her  voice  and 
cried,  "  Woe  !  woe  !  is  me,  wretched  woman  !  and  my 
poor  babe  !  "  finking  back  upon  the  cufliions  and  hiding 
her  face  therein.  And  when  EiTex  had,  foothingly, 
whifpered: — 

"  Patience,  Frances,  dear — patience  !  "    ihe,  not  heeding 
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him,  laughed  wildly,  dafliing  her  face  into  her  apron,  and 
fhedding  tears  more  than  before. 

'Twas  enough  to  frighten  the  young  man ;  for  he  had 
not  known  how  grief  affe6ls  fome  women  occafionally, 
caufmg  in  them,  as  Dr.  Butts  (late  phyfician  to  her  Grace's 
father,  Kjng  Henry  the  Eighth)  learnedly  nameth  it, 
"  hyjlerica  pqffio'^  So  my  Lord  ftruck  on  a  bell,  calling 
for  help  :  and  one  ran  for  the  gentlewoman,  who  was  at 
her  needle  in  a  clofet  hard  by ;  who  bringing  camphor- 
water  mixed  v/ith  rofemary,  and  fweet  herbs  (an  aqua 
cotnpofita,  as  they  term  it),  the  Lady  became  calm  pre- 
fently,  having  wept  a  good  deal. 

Then  EfTex,  when  he  found  flie  could  bear  it,  told  her 
how  Philip  had  bleffed  her  and  his  child,  praying  for 
them  with  his  latefl  breath  j  and  how  he  had  parted  a  good 
Chriftian  (as  in  truth  he  was)  ;  and  how  he  had  fent  over 
his  Will  and  a  codicil  to  it,  and  his  'fpecial  Token — to  wit, 
a  lock  of  his  hair  and  his  fignet  ring,  and  the  prayer-book 
(It  was  one  which  that  pious  Prince,  King  Edward  the 
Fifth,  had  given  to  Sir  Henry,  Philip's  late  father)  he  had 
ufed  up  to  the  day  of  his  death,  and  left  under  his  pillow 
when  he   'parted.     And    there  were   fome    other    things 
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in  a  little  cafket  (EfTex  had  coUefled  them),  among  which 
was  the  pretty  kerchief  poor  Frances  had  wrought  for  him, 
as  you  remember.  It  had  been  laundered  by  the  Holland 
woman  :  but,  albeit  expert,  they  had  not  cleaned  thoroughly 
the  flain  of  her  hufband's  blood.  For  as  a  holy  confelTor 
faid,  "  Tears  only,  the  tears  of  him  who  hath  fhed  it,  can 
wafh  out  fanguinls  t'uicfura"  And  when  the  bereaved 
widow  faw  this  and  had  kilTed  it,  fhe  wept  again,  paffioning 
with  fobs  exceedingly,  and  putting  the  dire  treafure  clofe  to 
her  forrowful  heart. 

It  w^as    a    careful    vifit,    this,    to  EfTex ;    for    his    own 
humour  was  tender  enow  too  ;  and  he  had  fo  loved  Frances 

•it 

and  Philip  that  he  was  woe  for  her  whom  his  dear  friend 
had  fo  much  afFefted.  'Twas  as  a  brother,  wdth  a  filler, 
mourning  a  brother's  lofs.  She  ufed,  in  happier  days,  to 
correct  his  gay  fancies,  counfeiling,  as  one  fo  fond 
might,  him  who  in  fome  things  needed  more  than  advice ; 
and  he  would  comfort  her  folitude  (Philip  being  abroad),  as 
one  fo  friendly  could.  He  now  remembered  how  they  two 
retired  from  the  company  of  the  Earl  of  Leicefter  and  his 
Countefs,  having  no  pleafure  in  them  :  and  how  they  two 
ufed  together  to  read  to  one  another,  efpecially  the  fonnets 
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and  fweet  ftrains  of  Mafter  Edmund  Spencer,  who,  we 
know,  honoured  Sidney  above  all  other  men. 

And  ElTex,  when  he  thought  on  thefe  things,  and  how 
hopeful  poor  Frances  had  been  when  he  lafl  left  her,  and 
how  ftrlcken  a  widow  flie  now  was  ;  and  when  he  noted  the 
little  fatherlefs  child  playing  on  the  floor,  and  moaning 
heedlefsly  over  its  zany  fallen  into  a  chink,  he  was  over- 
come with  tears,  for  nature  was  flrong  in  the  young 
foldier ;  and  he  was  not  afhamed  of  feeling  nor  of  fhewing 
what  he  felt  *,  for  no  man  that  is  a  man,  hlght  man,  would 
be.  But  fearing  to  make  the  unhappy  lady  ftill  more 
miferable,  he  faid,  "  God  blefs  you,  Frances,  dear  !  I  fhall 
come  to  you  foon  again  !  God  blefs  ye  !"  And  he  kifled 
her  on  either  cheek ;  and  flooping,  took  up  the  babe, 
Philip's  only  relic,  whom  he,  EfTex,  had,  in  the  folemn  hour 
of  diflblution,  promifed  that  faintly  fpirit  that  he  would  tend 
and  love  as  his  own  flefh  •,  and  he  kifled  it  very  foftly  and 
warmly — as  a  father  kifles  his  only  child — and  fo  then 
hurried  off  to  his  horfe. 

And  prefently  the  forlorn  widow  was  fomewhat 
comforted ;  for  it  is  not  poffible  always  to  grieve.  And, 
when  the  wound  cometh  from  God,  He  ever  putteth  on 
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that  falve  (in  good  time)  which  is  moft  fit  for  its  cure. 
Thus  kind  friends  and  affeclionate  relatives  (who  are  God's 
Angels  miniftering  to  us)  come  to  bring  her  words  of 
peace.  And  there  is  one  who,  peradventure,  after  a  decent 
interval,  will  ipeak  words  of  love  alfo. 

Among  the  firfl  was  that  moft  excellent  woman,  the 
Lady  Mary,  Countefs  of  Pembroke,  whofe  ingenious  wit 
is  fo  well  matched  to  her  amiable  heart :  whofe  cultivated 
underflanding  could  alone  be  rivalled  by  the  matured 
graces  of  her  fpirit.  She  is  the  fifter  of  that  mofl  gentle 
patriot  and  moil  chivalrous  flatefman,  who  fleeps  now  in 
a  foldier's  bed  (with  others)  in  S.  Paul  his  church.  She  is 
very  like  her  deceafed  brother.  Is  it  not  enough  to  have 
been  the  fifter  of  Philip  Sydney?  Yet  this  lady  is  the 
mark  of  our  time  for  her  own  qualities  ;  and  fhe  hath 
given  hopes  (which  no  doubt  will  be  fulfilled)  that  their 
days  fhall  receive  a  bleffuig,  through  her  tranfmitting  to  our 
children's  children  the  example  of  fuch  true  noblenefs  as 
the  houfes  of  Herbert  and  Sydney  united  ought :  And 
further  to  confole  her,  James  of  Scotland,  that  learned 
IGng,  hath  wrote  an  Epitaph,  and  meaner  men,  though 
greater  poets,  have  done  more. 
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Edmund  Spencer,  he  hath  compofed  elegies  and  tearful 

verfes,   in   a  paftoral  flyle,  calling  that  moft    noble  and 

valorous  knight  by  the  quaint  Arcadian  name  of '  Aftrophel-, ' 

the  heartfore  widow  being  'Stella'  to  that  feemly  fhepherd. 

(You  fhould  read  them  at  your  leifure.)     And  Edmund  hath 

collefted  for  the  lady  "The  Doleful  Lay  of   Clorinda," 

which,  by  whomfoever  written,  pleafes  her  by  its  conceit: 

for  the  poet  faith — 

*'  W^oods,  hills,  and  rivers  nciv  are  defolate, 
Since  he  is  gone,  the  luhich  them  all  did  grace : 
And  all  the  fields  to  ivaile  their  ividoiv  Jlate, 
Sith  death  their  fairejl  Jlowre  did  late  deface. 
The  fairefl  foivre  in  f  eld  that  ever  grew, 
Was  Aftrophel ;  that  luas,  ive  all  may  rew^ 

And  he  fent  her  "  The  Mourning  Mufe  of  Theflylis," 
which  it  would  make  you  cry  only  to  read  •,  and  a  paftoral 
^glogue,  an  Elegie,  and  fome  Epitaphs,  by  other  hands, 
the  merits  of  which,  it  is  enough  to  fay,  were  more  in  the 
kindnels  of  the  intention  than  the  quality  of  the  mufe.  For 
though  you  may  comfort  your  grief,  believing  the  blefled  ones 
to  be  in  fympathy,  'tis  a  ftrange  conceit  to  make  filly  clowns 
the  chroniclers  of  your  forrowful  fentiments,  and  their  wan  - 
ton  flocks  the  vulgar  witneffes  of  your  fecret  lamentation. 
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But  (to  digrefs  upon  this  topic,  having  left  the  woeful 
lady)  'tis  na'th'lefs  much  in  vogue  now-a-days  this  Paftoral 
ftyle.  It  feems  the  only  ftream  of  Poetry  needs  mull:  flow 
from  H^mony  through  Arcadia  !  'Twould  be  a  more 
frelh  and  divine  flood,  one  may  vouch,  coming  from  the 
Heart ;  and  being  coloured  naturally  by  the  pigments 
amidft  which  we  dwell.  If,  too,  it  were  drawn  to  fome 
purpofe  of  glory  beyond  the  lafcivious  fighings  of  imaginary 
folk,  who  are  no  types  at  all  of  our  higher  being — fancy 
flck  only,  and  earthly  lovelorn — 'twould  come  nearer  home, 
furely. 

Mafl:er  Spencer,  we  fliall  be  told,  is  a  Poet  indeed.  But 
you  fliall  anfwer,  Doth  he  raife  you  much  above  yourfelf  ? 
or  doth  he  not  fo  myftify  you  that  you  know  not  who, 
what,  or  where  you  be — eh  1  You  underftand  ?  What, 
pray,  is  Helicon  to  you,  or  you  to  Helicon  ?  Will  the 
plaints  of  Melpomene,  with  her  fwollen  eyes,  move  you  to 
pity — foothe  your  forrows — quiet  your  longings — bring 
your  heart  nearer  to  your  fellow,  or  your  foul  into  a  clofer 
converfe  with  itfelf  and  its  God  .''  Fellows,  crowned  with 
'  gyrlonds,'  '  pyping  on  oten  reeds  ;'  and  ye,  ye  amorous 
nymphs,  avaunt ! 
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You  mufl  yet  look  about  you,  fir,  for  a  poet  (though 
Sidney  had  hopes  of  this  one,  and  fo  hath  Ralegh),  no  mean 
judge,  himfelf  a  poet :  and  Effex  loves  him  for  his  tender- 
nefs  and  modefty  (as  all  elfe  do).  You  muft  yet  look 
about  you,  fir,  for  a  Poet — a  Poet,  that  is,  who  "  fhall 
afcend  the  higheft  heaven  of  invention,"  and  yet  condefcend 
to  fing  of  men  as  they  be  !  One  who  fhall  not  merely  bear 
the  imprefs  of  his  own  time  and  country  j  but  ftiall  be  for 
all  people  and  for  every  age. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

'  Looh  ivhere  the  holy  Legate  comes  apace ^ 
To  give  us  luarrafit  from  the  hand  of  heaven. 
And  on  our  actions  Jet  the  name  of  right 
With  holy  breath:' 

K.  John,  act  v.  fc.  ii. 

HE  blafl  of  the  Trumpet  againil:  the  mon- 
flrous  Regiment  of  Women,"  hath  founded 
long  and  loudly.  And  thofe  who  followed 
Mafter  Knox,  affuming  to  fpeak  words  put  into  their  mouth 
by  the  Spirit  of  Peace^  have,  as  much  as  in  them  lay,  ab- 
folved  their  countrymen  from  their  allegiance.  Forgetting, 
belike,  that  the  Apoflle  bade  the  young  Converts  to  obey 
even  heathen  powers  as  of  God's  placing  in  authority,  they 
follow  the  Pope's  leading,  as  ye  fhall  fee.  One  had  called 
his  fovereign  lady  "  Jezabel :"  putting  forth  as    'ruling* 
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her  who  was  then  imprifoned,  and  ever  fince  hath  lingered 
there  now  thefe  eighteen  years,  who  from  care  and  feverity 
was  infirm,  and  fcarcely  able  to  move.  God  keep  all 
Chriftian  princes  from  fuch  painful  preachers  ! 

This  Trumpet,  then,  hath  blown  a  blaft  which  heralds  on 
the  moft  awful  cataftrophe  and  dread  fm  of  our  time. 
'Tv/ould  be  well,  fome  fay,  to  let  that  pafs  and  be  for- 
gotten !  Ay  !  fay  you  fo  ?  What  then  is  truth  ?  What 
then  fliall  be  the  ufe  of  Hiftory — of  the  Chronicles  of  pafl 
time  for  our  guidance,  if  we  fhall  glofs  over  its  fafts,  hiding 
or  making  monftrous  fuch  and  fuch  things  as  our  prejudices 
or  our  paffions  chufe  ?  "  This,"  quoth  Sir  Thomas,  "  is 
the  very  error  of  our  days  !  Why,  fir,  will  you  go  on 
crying,  '  Peace,  peace  !  when  there  is  no  peace  ! '  'Twill 
not  do,  neverthelefs  ;  for,  look  !  hov/  can  you  know  the 
Coin  fhould  you  fee  but  the  fair  efhgy  of  the  Sovereign  ? 
Muft  you  not  alfo  needs  turn  to  the  reverfe  to  fee  whether 
it  be  ftamped  for  a  groat  or  a  tefter  ?  and  'twill  matter  little 
which  it  be  counted  ftiould  not  her  Grace's  face  be  there. 
And  how,  pray,  will  you  tell  if  your  goblet  be  of  filver  or 
only  laten  wafhed,  if  you  fpy  not  at  the  infide  and  the  under- 
part  of  it  ? "     Now,  'tis  as  impolTible — and  more  fo — to 
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know  of  our  Queen  whether  fhe  be  (fpeaking  in  a  figure) 
pure  filver  or  bafe  laten  decepdouily  whitened  •,  whether 
file  be  a  bafe  counterfeit  coin,  or  have  a  true  impreiTion  of 
Royalty,  unlefs  you  will  inquire  how  and  why  this  foul 
deed  took  place.  You  muft  fee  in  this  glafs,  my  Lord 
Treafurer,  his  true  charafter ;  you  fhall  teft  by  this  affay 
the  carat  of  Mafler  Secretary,  and  fome  others ;  and 
you  will,  moreover,  judge  for  yourfelf  how  far  Sir  Walter 
Ralegh  and  my  young  Lord  of  EfTex  be  feverally  (for 
they  have  little  converfe  and  lefs  love  together)  juflified  in 
the  defire  they  both  at  this  moment  cherifh  of  ruling  this 
great  Idngdom,  inftead  of  Burghley,  Walfmgham,  Leicefter, 
and  their  fort,  but  upon  very  different  courfe  of  pohcy. 
'Tis  put  to  you,  fir,  as  a  man  of  honour  and  candour  \  for 
pofterity  will  alTuredly  put  her  Grace  Queen  Elizabeth  and 
her  Council  at  the  bar ;  and  you,  Sir,  are  now  fummoned 
on  the  Coroner's  jury,  for  the  dead  body  of  the  Queen  of 
Scots  lieth  at  Fotheringay,  this  eighth  day  of  February,  1587. 
Notwithftanding  ElTex's  remonftrance  ere  he  went 
abroad,  no  fooner  had  he  reached  Holland  than  Mary  had 
been  removed  to  Chartley.  "'Tv/as  no  place  for  any 
prifon,"  quoth  Sir  Thomas,  when  he  heard  of  it,  ^'  fllll  lefs 
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to  confine  a  Queen.  'Tis  no  fcene  that  for  your  plots  and 
intrigues,  projedls  of  murder,  and  fchemes  for  efcape.  'Tis 
a  quiet,  feemly  Englifh  dwelling-houfe,  fit  for  the  retire- 
ment and  domefiic  happinefs  of  honefi:  people.  You  have 
the  coats  and  devices  of  the  Ferrers,  Barons  of  Chartley, 
and  of  the  Garnifhes  in  the  windows  and  about  the  houfe, 
as  I  remember  well,  having  holp  to  order  them." 

And,  indeed,  it  was  no  fit  place.  For  they  cut  down 
the  woods  grievoufly  for  royal  firing — (though  the  poor 
Lady's  hearth  was  cold  and  cheerlefs  enough  laft  Ch rift- 
mas  :  flie  fuifering  from  damp  and  rheumatics  fmce.)  And 
the  deer  and  the  fwine,  and  the  partridge  and  hares,  have 
been  havocked  mlfchievoully  by  the  Guard  of  that  helplefs 
woman.  And  the  lawlefs  foldiers  would,  in  mere  wan- 
tonnefs,  tofs  and  blow  up  the  walls  of  that  old  ruined 
caftle  of  Ranulph  Blundeville,  Earl  of  Chefter,  which  were 
there. 

And  not  long  agone,  they  took  her,  the  unhappy  Queen, 
off  to  Tixal,  and  thence  to  her  late  place.  But  you  muft 
look  to  the  hiftory  Mafter  Camden  hath  written  of  thefe 
times  :  our  friend  jotting  down,  without  malice  or  favour,  the 
events  of  every  day.     You  may,  indeed,  truft  him  if  any. 
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Now,  when  matters  drew  on  towards  that  ifllie  which 
her  Majefly's  policy  had  prepared,  the  Council  began  to 
refolve  on  bringing  them  fpeedily  to  a  head.  The  Earl  of 
Leicefter  had  not  made  it  clear  that  the  Proteftant  caufe 
would  triumph  abroad :  fo  thofe  at  home  who  feared  the 
return  of  Roman  tyranny  were  getting  impatient  to  put 
that  pofTibility  beyond  queftion.  'Twould  be,  as  they 
argued,  death  to  themfelves  fhould  fuch  a  calamity  befall 
the  nation  :  fo  far  had  they  meddled  in  it.  And  it  would 
be  dangerous  to  the  reformation  of  religion  to  leave  matters 
at  a  fland-ftill. 

So  they  opened  the  Scott's  Queen's  letters,  having  one 
Phillips,  a  noted  decipherer  ;  and  one  Gregory,  a  clever  feal- 
forger,  living  in  the  houfe  with  her  to  that  very  end.  And 
what  they  could  not  find  to  their  purpofe,  thefe  men  (by 
inftigation)  carefully  added,  fimulating  her  Highnefs'  hand 
and  feal.  And  they  took  heed  that  every  idle  fellow  who 
was  difafFefled,  fhould  feem  to  depend  only  on  Mary  for 
redrefs  and  fervice  :  and  it  was  hard  (with  fo  much  labour 
and  coft)  if  they  could  not  implicate  innocent  folk,  when 
they  who  endeavoured  their  overthrow  were  themfelves  fo 
guilty.     Now  thefe  things  were  fo  well  known,  that  the 
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fhame  of  them  which  every  honeft  heart  ought  feel,  may- 
have  caufed  many,  otherwife  bent  on  quietnefs  (whether 
Papift  or  others),  to  make  fome  efforts  for  the  relief  of  fo 
forlorn  a  Princefs,  and  the  freeing  our  Nation  from  the  dif- 
grace  of  fuch  artifice  and  cruelty. 

And  if  there  were  plots  to  that  end,  you  may  be  fure 
Sir  Francis  Walfmgham  had  his  counterplots  too.  He 
would  add  a  friend  or  fo  of  his  own  to  every  confpirac}^, 
or  it  could  not  long  hold  together :  and  thefe  (his  fpies) 
would  at  the  nick  of  time  betray  the  whole,  bringing  their 
unwitting  comrades  to  a  miferable  and  degrading  death. 

Such  hath  juft  been  the  cafe  with  poor  Mr.  Babington, 
haled  on  by  one  Gifford.  And  this  actually  in  the  Secre- 
tary's own  houfe,  in  the  very  parlour  under  Dame  Frances' 
clofet,  where  you  have  juft  been.  And  (to  give  a  tafte  of 
the  time — not  like  fome  to  cloy  you  with  horror)  when 
thefe  men,  to  the  number  of  fourteen,  came  to  be  executed, 
fo  commxon  had  this  fort  of  thing  grown,  and  fo  familiar, 
that  her  Grace  (our  good  Qu^een  Befs),  woman  though  fhe 
be,  inquired  of  her  Council  if  it  might  not  be  expedient,  to 
make  the  punifliment  more  notable,  by  adopting  fome  new 
device  whereby  the  fufferings  of  the  traitors  might  be  ren- 
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dered  more  acute,  and  more  calculated  to  ftrike  terror  into 
the  fpeflators. 

But  my  Lord  Treafurer,  who  is  an  impaflable  man — and 
not  given  to  novel  inventions — explained  to  her  Majefty — 
(Gracious  Sovereign,  holding  the  God-like  prerogative  of 
mercy  from  the  I^ng  of  I-Cings  ! ) — that  the  punilhment 
prefcribed  by  letter  of  law,  was  to  the  full  as  terrible  as 
any  they  now  could  devife  (ingenious  albeit)  if  the  execu- 
tioner took  care  to  protraft  the  extremity  of  their  pains  in 
the  fight  of  the  multitude.  'Tis  in  my  Lord's  handwriting  : 
and  Sir  Chriflopher  Hatton  fhall  warrant  it.  And  fo,  heark- 
ening to  that  note  of  cruelty,  Mafter  Camden  (who  very 
probably  was  prefent)  tells  his  friends  at  fupper  in  the 
"  Great  Harry,"  that  the  firll  feven  of  thefe  wretched  men 
were  bowelled  at  Tyburn  while  yet  feeing  and  alive : 
though  the  lieges  (contrary  to  her  Grace's  expeflation,  who 
now  motioned  for  mercy)  were  fo  indignant  that  it  was 
thought  advifable  the  remaining  feven  fhould  be  fully 
hanged,  dead,  ere  the  refidue  of  the  fentence  were  fulfilled. 

Let  this  fuffice  of  this  frightful  cruelty.  If  it  make  you 
{hudder  with  horror,  burn  with  rage,  bow  down  with 
fhame,  or  manfully  defire  to  redrefs  fuch  grievances ;  what 
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wonder  it  fhould  make  thofe  chivalrous  fpirits,  Ralegh  and 
EfTex,  and  many  more  lefs  noted  patriots,  confider  how  to 
right  themfelves  and  country  ? — how  many,  think  you,  who 
would  gladly  be  loyal,  now  dare  not,  for  their  confcience 
fake  take  their  Sovereign's  part  ?  "  State  tyranny,  believe 
it,  will  ever  make  State  traitors,"  quoth  Sir  Thomas. 

At  length  the  Queen  of  England  (tired  may  be  of  paying 
thirty  pounds  per  week  for  her  fifter's  board  and  lodging) 
iiTued  a  commiflion,  comprifmg  mofl  of  the  Nobles  and 
members  of  the  Privy  Council,  that  they  fhould  try  the 
Queen  of  Scots. 

And  the  charge  almoft  refolved  itfelf  to  this :  That 
Mary  knew  of  Babington's  confpiracy,  approved  of  it, 
afTented  to  it,  promifed  her  aiTiflance,  and  ihewed  the  way 
and  the  means.  All  which  fhe  (on  her  part)  mofl  floutly 
denied.  Nor,  indeed,  was  their  one  count  of  this  indi6t- 
ment  even  fought  to  be  proved  !  "  Savage  and  Ballard," 
they  faid,  "  had  confeflTed  to  matters  in  her  letters."  She 
replied  fhe  had  writ  no  letters  to  either  of  thofe  men  : 
defying  the  Queen's  attorney  to  bring  them  out.  She  took 
courage  then ;  charging  Walfmgham  to  his  face  with 
having  praflifed  againft  her  life,  and  againfl  her  fon's  life, 
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too.  But  he  made  a  forry  reply:  "  That  what  he  had 
done  as  a  private  man  he  was  not  afhamed  of:  and  what 
as  a  public  man  he  did  as  he  conceived  befl  for  the  com- 
monwealth and  his  miftrefs  ! " 

And  they  laid  many  other  matters  to  her  charge,  all 
which  fhe  traverfed  and  denied  ;  fhewing,  with  a  meek  and 
humble  fpirit  (moft  admirable  in  a  Qu^een,  under  fuch 
afperfions  and  in  fuch  ftraights) — yet  withal  with  fome  royal 
dignity,  as  became  the  daughter,  the  wife,  and  the  mother  of 
a  King,  herfelf  an  anointed  Queen — how  fhe  was  alFefted 
at  fuch  charges  and  imputations  againft  her.  So  (as  in 
another  cafe  you  may  remember)  for  a  laft  refource  they 
bring  two  falfe  witnefles,  who  faid  that  all  the  letters  before 
the  Privy  Council  were  written  by  the  Scots  Queen  herfelf, 
or  by  her  order.  Yet  Mary  faid,  "  Howe  "  (who  was  one 
of  thefe  her  fecretaries)  "  had  many  times  written  other- 
wife  than  {he  had  dictated  :  and  Curie  (the  other)  wrote 
whatfoever  Howe  bade  him  ! "  Now,  you  mull  know 
that  thefe  men  were  not  brought  face  to  face  with  the 
accufed,  as  by  the  thirteenth  of  her  prefent  Majefty  is  pro- 
vided :  fo  that  the  dread  fentence,  form.al  though  it  were, 
to  wit,  that  the  "  aforefald  Mary,  pretending  title  to  the 
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Crowne  of  this  Realme  of  England,  hath  compaffed  and 
imagined  divers  matters  tending  to  the  hurt,  death,  and 
deftruftion  of  the  royal  perfon  of  our  Sovereign  Lady  the 
Queen,  contrary  to  the  form  of  the  ftatute  in  the  commiflion 
aforefaid  fpecified,"  was,  as  people  of  temper  and  judgment 
fay,  wholly  illegal :  and  the  more  by  token,  that  the  faid 
flatute  had  been  pafTed  fubfequent  to  the  a6i:s  imputed. 

You  would  not  have  farther  detail  of  this  matter  ?  'Tis 
very  horrid  •,  for  you  fee  how't  went  with  the  poor  Lady  ! 
Well !  to  make  fhort,  the  Parliament  agreed  to  its  own 
fentence.  And  fo  Mary  heard  of  her  approaching  death, 
having  her  apartments  (out  of  a  fort  of  fond  cruelty,  was 
it  ?)  hung  with  black  cloth  :  and  fhe  bore  with  it  all  right 
royally ;  being  in  truth  a  princefs  of  royal  blood :  and  (he 
had  (as  they  faid)  fome  alacrity  to  triumph,  having  been 
told  by  my  Lord  Buckhurft  that  't  would  mainly  tend  to 
the  restoration  of  true  religion  in  thefe  ifles  :  which  fhe 
(poor  bird!)  in  her  Catholic  faith  conftrued  otherwife  than 
was  meant.  God  knoweth  how  fuch  a  blefTed  refult  could 
be  hoped  from  fo  foul  and  unchriflian  a  deed  ! 

It  was  in  vain  her  fon  James  interceded  for  her :  for 
thole  whom  Knox  had  ilirred  up  laboured  more  flrongly  to 
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the  contrary.  And,  when  the  King  fent  two  EmbafFadours 
to  Elizabeth,  one  of  them  (Gray,  to  wit)  was  a  knave  and 
traitor  to  him.  The  French  King  likewife — he  who  in  his 
youth  had  courted  our  Queen — fent  EmbafTadours,  M.  de 
Belliure  (perhaps  the  moft  accompUfhed  man  in  Europe 
fmce  Sidney's  death),  and  another  :  but  the  Queen  treated 
the  firft  with  fuch  rudenefs  of  fpeech  and  manner,  fo  dif- 
courteouily  that  none  but  a  perfect:  Statefman  and  compleat 
Gentleman,  keeping  his  fpleen  cool  left  he  fhould  lofe  the 
command  thereof,  and  fo  prejudice  the  matter  in  hand,  could 
have  borne  up  againft  her.  But  our  Queen,  you  may  be 
fure,  was  not  always  fo  felf-poffeffed  as  the  Frenchman  :  for 
fhe  would  fay  roundly,  ftamping  vehemently,  and  fwearing 
in  oaths  fhocking  to  my  Lords  of  the  Council  and  parlous 
to  her  own  foul,  "  Either  I  mufl  take  away  her  life  or 
fhe  will  take  away  mine  !"  For,  as  Mary  was  next  heir  to 
the  Crown  of  England,  the  Papifts — fo  'twas  noifed  abroad 
and  generally  held — would  never  reft  till  fhe,  a  Papift,  v;ere 
on  the  throne. 

In  truth  her  Grace  waxed  fatirical  the  while,  faying, 
"  That  blood  indeed  is  to  be  fpared,  but  it  mufl  be  innocent 
blood.     This  God  hath  commanded.     True  it  is"  (llie  con- 
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tinued)  "  that  the  voice  of  innocent  blood  crieth  for  blood. 
And  this  (with  a  fneer  on  her  lip)  can  France  both  before 
and  after  the  malTacre  of  Paris  well  witnefs.  Death  juftly 
inflifted  cannot  feem  bloody,  as  neither  can  a  medicine 
rightly  and  duly  prepared  be  thought  to  be  violent !  '* 
What  think'ft,  Sir,  of  her  Grace's  logic  ? 

Now,  as  the  anfwers  her  Grace  and  her  Council  gave 
this  gentleman  (who  urged  for  Mary  very  modeflly)  were 
futile  and  unfatisfying  (as  they  were  'ware),  'twas  a  good 
thought  to  have  a  fcheme  in  hand,  pretending  that  the 
French  EmbafTadour  legier  was  himfelf  pra6lifmg  againft  our 
Queen's  life  (you  recognife  Sir  Francis  in  this — eh  ?)  It 
held  for  a  time  :  our  Envoy  at  the  Court  of  Paris  fuftaining 
it  : — -juft  fo  long  as  'twas  wanted  ;  after  which  her  Majefty, 
very  gracioufly,  and  with  many  proteftations  of  confidence 
and  efleem,  altogether  abfolved  M.  D'Aubefpine  of  that 
charge.  So,  when  the  formal  part  of  the  bufmefs  was  all  over, 
and  the  affair  feemed  to  refl:  with  her  Grace's  clemency, 
ilie  began  to  weigh  the  matter  llowly,  as  was  her  wont, 
and  ferioully,  as  the  occafion  demanded :  flattering  herfelf 
in  this  wife,  firfl  of  "  her  innated  clemency,  left  fhe 
fliould  feem  to  fliow  cruelty  upon  a  woman,  and  that  a 
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Princefs  and  her  kinfwoman :  then  fear  of  infamy  with 
poflerity  by  Hiflories  (for  'twas  not  fo  eafy  now  as  in  the 
time  of  her  Grace's  fathers  to  corrupt  and  turn  afide  thefe, 
as  Sir  Thomas  would  tell),  and  the  imminent  dangers,  as 
well  from  the  King  of  Scots,  who  fhould  now  be  advanced 
a  flep  nearer  to  the  hope  of  England,  as  from  the  Catholic 
Princes  (her  great  fear),  and  defperate  men  which  would 
now  adventure  any  thing.  You  fee  England  was  not  in  a 
happy  ft  ate.  The  councils  of  the  Papifls  were  refolved  on 
at  Rome  and  in  Spain,  thofe  of  the  Nonconformifts  at  Geneva 
and  in  Scotland ;  and  there  were  dangerous  conventicles, 
many  (in  connection  with  thefe  latter)  even  in  the  bofom 
of  our  own  country.  So  there  were  but  few — and  they 
the  moft  quiet  ones — fatisfied  with  matters  as  they  flood. 

And  the  Courtiers,  they,  you  may  be  fure,  helped  her 
with  precedents  :  for,  as  they  faid,  "  What  is  done  by 
examples  is  done  more  excufably,  to  wit :  How  the  Kings 
of  England  for  their  own  fecurity  (in  times  pafl)  have 
borne  themfelves  towards  their  own  kinfmen  and  competi- 
tors ;  namely,  Henry  the  Firfl  toward  Robert  his  Elder 
Brother  j  Edward  the  Third,  or  rather  his  Mother,  toward 
Edward  the  Second  j   Henry  the  Fourth  toward  Richard 
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the  Second  ;  Edward  the  Fourth  towards  Henry  the  Sixth, 
and  his  Son,  the  Prince  of  "Wales,  and  toward  his  own 
Brother  George  Duke  of  Clarence ;  Henry  the  Seventh 
toward  Warwick,  the  Duke  of  Clarence  his  young  fon  ; 
and  Henry  the  Eighth  toward  De  la  Pole,  Earl  of  Suffolk, 
Margaret  Countefs  of  Salifbury,  and  Courtney  MarquelTe 
of  Excefter.  All  which  were  for  light  caufes  (if  their 
faults  be  compared  with  hers)  made  away." 

And  not  only  the  Courtiers  ufed  their  perfuafions  to  the 
Queen,  but  certain  Preachers  alfo,  more  fharply ;  and 
fome  of  the  vulgar  fort,  Mafter  Camden  layeth,  either  in 
hope  or  fear,  more  faucily  exercifed  their  wits  at  their 
pleafure  in  this  argument.  For,  when  Religion  is  worn  as 
a  livery  coat,  'tis  known  by  the  badge :  and  if  there  be 
broils  you  need  not  look  for  honefty  and  truth  in  the 
quarrel  on  either  part,  'tis  enough  to  fight  on  elfe  ! 

Yet  for  fome  time  did  her  Grace  fland  in  doubt :  per- 
plexed, as  one  might  fay.  After  which,  taking  courage, 
{he  commanded  a  warrant  to  be  made,  which  the  Council 
albeit,  unknown  to  her  Highnefs,  fent  away  privily. 

So  Mary,  the  Scots  Queen,  prepared  herfelf  for  death. 
"  I  had  not  thought,"  quoth  fhe,  but  without  bitternefs, 
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**  the  Queen,  my  fifter,  would  have  afTented  to  fo  unjufl:  a 
fentence  on  me,  who  am  not  fubjeft  to  her  jurifdi(Slion. 
But,  feeing  her  pleafure  is  fuch,  Death  fhall  be  to  me  moil 
welcome  :  neither  is  that  Soul  worthy  of  high  and  everlaft- 
ing  joys,  whofe  body  cannot  endure  one  ftroke  of  the 
executioner."  Yet,  to  the  laft,  fhe  protefted  her  innocence 
in  the  matters  charged  :  after  which  they  did  to  her  as  they 
Med,  fparing  neither  infult  to  her  parting  fpirit,  nor  rude- 
nefs  to  her  delicate  body.  And  fo  fhe  refts  from  her 
forrows  !  God  he  knoweth  they  were  fufficient  atonement 
for  what  fms  have  been  proved  againft  her,  be  they  lefs  or 
more.     Now  let  her  memory  refl:  in  peace  ! 


W¥^ 


CHAPTER  V. 

*'  It  is  the  ciirfe  of  kings  to  be  attejided 
ByJJaves  that  take  their  humours  for  a  warrafit^ 
To  break  ivithin  the  bloody  houfe  of  life ^^ 

K.  John,  a6t  iv.  fc.  iii. 

"  Their  befl  cotifcience 


Is  not  to  leave'' t  imdoue^  but  kept  unknowfi.'^ 

Othello,  aft  iii.  fc.  iii. 

HEY  bring  out  trelTels,  putting  boards  thereon, 
^d  fpread  beef,  and  bread,  and  beer,  and 
fit  down  to  eat  and  to  drink,  and  afterwards 
rife  up  and  fnig  pfalms  in  the  flreets.  And  at  night  they 
light  up  their  houfes  with  reeking  torches,  links,  and  f.it 
candles,  making  great  bonfires  in  void  places.  Go  where 
you  will,  from  Smithfieid  to  Finlbury  Green  •,  from 
Whitechapel  to  Chartreux  Gardens  5  look  where  you  may, 
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as  far  as  Hampftead  on  one  fide  and  Greenwich  on  the 
other,  there  is  oflent  of  joy  and  gladnefs,  with  hymnings 
and  praifings.  And,  amidft  the  din  and  confufion  of  the 
mukitude,  you  fhall  hear  the  tolUng  of  our  church  bells, 
merrily!  merrily!  merrily! 

Every  one  beareth  a  fmiling  lip,  a  blithe  eye  !  Each 
hath  a  ready  hand  to  grafp  his  neighbour,  or  a  kifs  for  his 
familiar's  cheek! 

'Tis,  furely,  fome  glorious  news — fome  blefling  to  this 
nadon  which,  thankfully,  we  are  celebrating  !  Hath  her 
Grace  again  vouchfafed  to  liften  to  matrimonial  proportions  ? 
Hath  any  popular  llatute  pafTed  the  Parliament  ?  Hath 
fome  one  (loved  of  the  general)  been  named  for  the 
fucceffion  ?  Hath  Drake  come  back,  bearing  the  fpoil  of 
the  Indies  ?  Hath  the  Spaniard  been  driven  from  the 
Netherlands  by  our  allies  ?  Hath  fome  fure  judgment 
fallen  on  perfidious  France  ?  Hath  Proteflant  Europe  at  laft 
quelled  Rome  ?  Nay,  firs  !  'Tis  only  a  poor  weak  woman 
— fome  dme  beautiful  enough  indeed,  but  lately  decrepit:  a 
prifoner  Queen  who  hath  juft  now  been  beheaded,  under 
a  fentence  which  thefe  Londoners  feem  to  be  approving  I 

"  Red  you  merry,  gentlemen  !  "  faith  one,  palling  by. 
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"  Fie,  fie  ! "  faith  another. 

"  Pray,  what  was  the  woman's  crime  ? "  afks  this  man. 

«  Who  ?     I,  fi  r !     Eh  ?     Didft  fpeak  to  me,  fir  ? " 

"  Ay,  firrah,  you  i'  th'  blue  doublet  there,  and  tawny  "  — 

"  Eh  ?  Crime  ?  quotha  !  Why,  I  take  it  she's  the 
Queen's  enemy  ! "  And  fo  he  heapeth  up  fagots  on  the 
altar  of  his  patriotifm. 

"  Well,  what  think  you  ?     You  feem  gladfome  enow  ? " 

"  Truly,  fir,  I  know  not ;  but  what  I  fee  others  do 
heartily,  I  am  fain  to  rejoice  in't!" 

"  Go  to  !  Go  to  !  And  you,  my  friend,  you  are  bufy : 
but  I  mifdoubt  your  heart  i'  th'  matter — eh?  Tell  me 
now,  privately,  is  it  well?" 

"  Sir — an  you  muft  ha'  the  truth  on't — I'd  not  have  my 
windows  (newly  glazed,  fir)  broke  by  the  fanatic  vulgar, 
nor  my  children  pitched,  may  be,  into  this  fire  which  I  am 
cherifhing  here,  with  no  evil  intent,  fir,  on  my  word." 

"  I  believe  you,  fir  !  Art  not  a  recufant — you  i'  th' 
peabellied  vefl,  there  ?  " 

"  Sir,  a  good  fubject  of  her  Grace,  fir,  i'  footh  j  but  in 
my  confcience,  if  you  will  allow  me,  fir,  hold  with  my 
father's  faith!" 
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"  Well,  fir  !  I  fhouid  like  fome  talk  with  3'ou  anon." 

"  Ay,  marry,  fir — two  words  to  that  !  Why,  fir, 
would'fl  have  me  in  a  plot,  whether  or  no?     Farewell  !" 

"  Grammercy  ! " 

And  IMafter  Camden,  and  Squire  Beronfaw,  and  the 
Hants  Efquire  (now  here),  and  the  gentlemen  who  fupped 
cuftomarily  at  the  "  Great  Harry,"  what  think  they  of 
this  ?" 

"  'Tis  pity  of  the  poor  lady  ! "  fiith  one. 

"  'Tis  a  ftain  on  the  honour  of  this  realm  !  "  m.utters 
another. 

"  'Twas  never  fo  done  to  an  anointed  Sovereign  be- 
fore ! " 

"  'Tis  a  damnable  fin  ! "  fhouted  the  Efquire,  aloud. 

And  Effex,  he  bowed  his  head  and  knit  his  brow,  his 
eye  flartiing  the  while  •,  for  when  folk  would  cry,  as  is  their 
wont,  "  God  fave  the  Queen!"  he  would  be  fiin  to  say, 
"  And  confound  the  policies  of  her  evil  counfellors." 

After  a  time  there  were  more  of  this  way  of  thinking; 
fome  lords,  and  knights,  and  men  of  quality,  who  used  to 
meet  at  this  tavern  with  clofed  doors  and  palfwords,  having 
'fpecial  ciphers   for  their  reciprocal  writings,  and  binding 
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one  another  by  honour  and  community  of  opinion,  not 
caring  for  oaths  where  they  were  pledged. 

"You  never  knew  an  oath,  even  on  the  Sacrament,  hold  a 
man  tighter  to  his  word  or  intereft  than  thefe  latter  without 
fuch  profanement,"  faid  Sir  Thom.as.  And,  indeed,  it  was 
well  for  the  fort  who  frequented  this  tavern,  that  the  fage 
and  mature  wit  of  M.  Camden  (though  himifelf  but  young) 
was  a  beacon  to  the  elders  ;  and  that  the  free  fenfe  and 
chivalrous  fpirit  of  Sir  Thomas  Cheney  awed,  while  it 
emulated,  the  younger  fort.  Otherwife,  you  may  be  fure, 
fome  plots  would  have  originated  in  this  fam.ous  place, 
which  v/ould  have  flirred  up  old  Sir  Francis  once  again. 

But  though  Mafter  Davifon  had  been  an  allowed  man 
here  before  now,  and  Francis  Bacon  alfo,  they  both  of  them 
had  long  ere  this  been  required  to  withdraw  ;  for  the  former 
lay  under  her  Majefty's  difpleafure,  and  the  latter  (nephew 
to  my  Lord  Burghley)  for  other  caufes. 

Howard,  (you  know  him  ?)  Sir  Thomas  faid  peremp- 
tOi'ily,  was  unfafe,  both  for  his  name,  which  was  odious  to 
the  Court  and  people  at  this  prefent,  and  for  his  own 
humour,  which  was  dark  and  myfterious,  favouring  of 
iufpicion. 
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And  a  great  grief  came  upon  thefe  gentlemen  j  for  there 
had  been  an  earnefl  hope  among  them  that  open  tyranny 
had  come  by  its  end  long  agone,  (they  knowing  little  of  the 
Spy  fyflem  which  had  lately  been  foifted  on  State  affairs — or 
rather  injected  into  them.)  They  had  believed  (good,  easy 
men  ! )  that  Juftice  and  Mercy  had  met  together  in  good 
Queen  Befs,  Righteoufnefs  and  Peace  kiffing  her  on  either 
cheek  :  that  fhe  who  was  the  ornament  of  our  time,  would  be 
the  pattern  for  pofterity  alfo.  And  it  had  been  a  fort  of 
prophecy  among  the  people,  who  loved,  and  feared,  and 
blelTed  her,  that 

''  In  her  days  every  manjhall  eat  injafety 

Under  his  oivn  vine  ivhat  he  plants  ;  and  fing 
The  merry  fongs  of  peace  to  all  his  7ieighhours  I 
GodJJiall  he  truly  knoivn!  and  thofe  about  her 
From  her  shall  read  the  perfect  ivay  of  honour^ 
And  by  thefe  claim  their  greatnefs  :  not  by  blood J^ 

Which  all  who  regarded  home  and  country,  order  and 
righteous  rule — (and  what  Englifhman  loveth  not  these  ?) 
— hitherto  held.  'Twas,  therefore,  confidered  very  fadly,  for 
her  Grace  had  belied  thefe  fond  hopes  of  her  aifedfioned 
lieges,  comparing  fuch  cruel  ends  by  fuch  bafe  and  difhonell 
pradlices. 
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They  were  mainly  anxious,  thefe  gentlemen,  to  lay  the 
malverfation  at  other  doors.  Some  faid  Burghley,  fome 
Leicefter,  fome  Walfmgham  •,  but  the  firfl  was  i'th'  gout,  and 
the  fecond  living  (juft  now)  private  at  Wanftead.  All  men 
freed  Davifon,  though  it  lay  'twixt  him  and  t'other  Secretary, 
and  Sir  Francis  was  in  bed  of  fome  ailment.  There  was  none 
who  thought  fo  well  of  honeft  Will,  as  they  ufed  to  call 
him,  in  the  "  Great  Harry,"  as  did  my  Lord  of  Effex. 
What  he  thought  of  his  ftepfather,  the  Earl,  you  pretty 
well  know  by  this  time  •,  and  though  he  is  welcome  to 
vifit  the  fair  widow  on  Holborn  Hill,  or  at  Barne  Elmes 
(Sir  Francis's  fummer-houfe),  and  hath  been  kindly  dealt 
with  i'  th'  parlour  below,  the  Secretary's  policy  is  more 
bitter  than  the  young  Earl  can  ftomach. 

You  might  have  thought  (in  charity — in  loyalty) 
that  Elizabeth  herfelf  had  had  no  hand  in  this  deed,  fo 
paffionate  w^as  her  grief  when  the  bonfires  and  rejoicing 
bells  of  the  good  City  of  London  told  her  how  her  filler 
Queen  had  gone — perhaps  (as  fuperftitious  folk  have  it) 
to  m^eet  their  common  anceftor  King  Henry  VIL — certainly, 
as  all  Chriftians  hold,  to  fland  afore  their  common  God. 
'Twas,  however,  queflioned  by  some.     And  her  Highnefs, 
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to  make  herfelf  more  free  from  your  vile  fufpefts,  layeth  all 
blame  on  Mafler  Davifon,  conventing  him  to  the  Star- 
Chamber. 

"  Well,  fir,  what  news  of  poor  Will  to-day  ? " 

"  'T  has  e*en  gone  ill  enough  with  him,  as  we  feared." 

"  Were  you  prefent,  Mafler  Camden,  i'  th'  Star- 
Chamber?'* 

"  Ay,  fir  *,  and  my  Lord  Treafurer  promifed  me  the 
reading  of  the  papers  prefently. " 

"  'Twill  be  matter  for  your  Hiftory,  fir  !" 

"Not  death,  fir,  I  hope?"  cried  Effex,  firing  up. 

"No!  No!  my  lord;  thank  Heaven,  they  but  fined 
ten  thoufand  marks." 

"Enough  to  ruin  him!— indeed  a  larger  man," 

"And  confined  him  during  her  Highnefs's  pleafure." 

"Let's  help  him  in't!"  fay  feveral. 

"  'Twill  not  be  fo  wife  as  kind,"  quoth  one. 

"Howfo,  fir?" 

"  Why,  her  Grace  knoweth  Mafter  Davifon  hath  no  fuch 
fum  ;  nor  could  he  honefily  come  by  it,  being  a  poor  man's 
fon,  lately  employed  i'  th'  State.  She  Ihall  fee  he  hath 
friends ;  and,  fhould  file  not  vifit  his  (fuppofed)  offence  on 
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them,  fhe  will  find  it  easy  to  recruit  her  Exchequer, 
placing  for  the  time  to  come  impoflible  fines  on  fmall  men 
richly  befriended." 

"You're  i'  the  right,  Sir  Thomas!" 

^*But  we  may  beg  her  Grace — and  humbly — to  relieve 
him  from  that  fine  ?" 

"She'll  not  do  fo,  my  lord!" 

"Shall  we  not  entreat  her  to  releafe  him,  then?" 

"  Ay  !  let  us  in  a  body  fo  petition  her ! " 

"  Nay  !  nay !  friends — not  in  a  pack  !  You  ihall  be 
careful  not  to  make  pi6tures  of  us  with  a  motto  of 
'  dementia '  round  our  necks,  or  her  Grace  will  know  us 
to  be  of  one  fort  otherwife  than  we  defire  or  deferve." 

"They  fay  the  Queen  had  Babington's  effigy,  and 
others',  too  ?" 

"  True,  fir — true  •,  and  knew  one  of  the  conspirators  by 
his  picture ! " 

"  Was  he  fo  near  ? " 

"  Ay,  near  enow  to  have  wrought  mifchief :  God  be 
thanked,  he  did  not !  " 

"  The  courtiers  were  all  unarmed." 

"  Shent,  too,  by  her  Grace,  I  warrant !  " 
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"  Nay,  then/'  faid  EfTex,  "  I'll  write  forthwith  to  the 
Scots  King.     'Tis  he  " 

"  'Twill  come  with  grace  from  him^  Lord,"  faid  Sir  Tho- 
mas, "  as  it  doth  from  you  to  aflc  it." 

"  Now  tell  us,  Camden,  if  it  may  be,  of  poor  Will's 
trial." 

"  Oh,  gladly  !  " 

"  And  I,"  faid  Eflex,  "  will  broach  fomewhat  I  am 
acquainted  withal,  fhall  make  you  gape  !  " 

« Well,"  faid  Camden,  "  Mailer  Attorney  Popham 
charged  him  with  contempt  of  the  Queen's  Majefty,  breach 
of  his  allegiance,  and  negleft  of  his  duty  -,  in  that,  whereas 
the  Queen,  according  to  her  innated  clemency,  would  not 
that  the  Queen  of  Scots,  though  comlemfiedy  fhould  have 
been  put  to  death  (for  caufes  known  to  her  alone,  and  not 
to  be  fearched  by  others),  notwith (landing,  for  prevention 
of  dangers,  commanded  a  Warrant  for  her  execution  to 
be  drawn,  committing  it  to  Davifon's  truft  and  fecrefy, 
he  put  it  in  ure  utterly  without  her  Grace's  knov/- 
ledge." 

**  Good  God,  fir  !  did  not  the  Queen  fign  the  warrant } 
Did  it  not,  by  her  defire,  pafs  the  Great  Seal  ?    And  will  fhe 
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flay  it  and  urge  it,  and  put  it  out  o'  hand  and  hold  it  ftill, 
and  bring  poor  honeft  folk  to  queftion  for't  ? " 

«  'Twas  jufl  fo,  Sir  Thomas  !  " 

"  Well,  and  poor  Will,  how  anfwered  he  that 
charge  ? " 

"  He  faid,  if  he  Ihould  confefs  himfelf  guilty  of  the 
crimes  objected  againfl  him,  he  fhould  wrong  his  own 
reputation,  which  was  dearer  to  him  than  his  life.  And, 
if  he  fhould  conteft  with  the  Queen  in  his  own  defence,  he 
fhould  do  that  which  was  unfitting  the  obedience  of  a  fub- 
je6f,  the  obfervance  of  a  fervant,  and  the  truft  and  honour 
of  a  Secretary." 

"  'Fore  me,  fir,  'twas  anfwered  according  to  his  fmgular 
wifdom  ;  mildly,  and  yet  ftoutly." 

"  He  protefled,  moreover,  before  God  and  the  Com- 
miflioners,  that  he  had  done  nothing  in  this  matter  wittingly 
and  willingly,  but  what  he  had  perfuaded  himfelf  was  the 
Queen's  will." 

"  Pray,  fir,  when  the  Queen  blamed  him  for  making 
fuch  hafte  to  get  the  warrant  under  feal,  did  flie  tell  him 
to  ftay  the  common  courfe  of  law  ?  "  afked  an  Efquire. 
"  Nay  !    but  he   modeftly   confeffed  that  fhe  Jignified^ 
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though  not  expresfly  commanded  him,  to  keep  it  in  his 
own  hands." 

"  Did  he  fay  why  he  put  it  to  execution  ? " 

"  Yea  !  'twas  agreed,  he  faid,  amongfl:  all  the  Counfel 
(and  here  he  charged  them  to  fpeak  the  truth),  that  it 
fhould  be  fent  away  prefently,  and  execution  done,  left  the 
Commonwealth  or  the  Queen  fhould  receive  any  hurt.'* 

"  'Tis  very  clear,  now,  how  the  matter  ffeood.  Poor 
Will's  the  fcapegoat !  " 

"  True,  true !  and  her  Grace  will  hereafter  tell  how 
'tis  the  curfe  of  Princes  to  be  fo  attended."  y 

"  Often,  gentlemen,  Davifon  faid,  that  as  he  would  not 
conteft  with  the  Queen,  fo  could  he  not  endure  that  his 
modefly  fhould  prejudice  the  truth  and  his  own  integrity ! " 

"  Poor  Will !  " 

"  One  of  my  Lords -Juflices  faid,  neatly  enough  me- 
thinks,  that  he  had  done  that  which  was  juft,  though  not 
juftly  -,  other  wife  he  thought  him  not  a  bad  man." 

"  Oh,  thank  ye  for  nothing  1 " 

"  My  Lord  Grey  made  a  fet  fpeech  greatly  in  his  favour, 
ending  it  thus  : — '  Sure  he  fhall  never  v/ith  me  lofe  the 
eileem  of  a  good  and  honeft  man  ! '" 
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"  Kandly,  i'  footh  !  " 

«  And  the  Earls  ? " 

"  Why,  touching  the  penalty,  they  confented  with  th' 
judges  ;  concerning  his  reputation,  v/ith  Grey." 

"  And  the  Bifliops  ? " 

"  Oh,  their  Reverences  were  theological  and  damnatory, 
of  courfe  ! " 

"  Fie,  fie,  fir  !  My  Lord  of  York  fpake  concerning 
Davifon's  difobedience  proceeding  from  the  blindnefs  of  his 
underflanding,  and  the  corruption  of  his  mind  :  Canterbury 
commended  the  man-,  condemned  only  the  manner  and  form." 

"  Will,"  faid  Sir  Thomas,  after  mufmg  awhile, — "  Will 
Davifon  is  an  ingenuoufly  good  man,  I  warrant,  ftill.  But 
'tis  clear  he  is  too  fimple  in  Court  arts."  Prefently  again  : 
"  'T  feemeth  to  me  he  was  brought  upon  this  flage  of  pur- 
pofe." 

"  On  my  honour,  Sir  Thomas,  I  think  fo,  too  !  ^' 

"  And  I!" 

"  And  I !  "  and  our  Knight  was  much  applauded  for  the 
conceit. 

"  To  a6l,  I  may  fay,  this  perfon  in  this  Tragedy  " 

«  Kit  Marlowe,  nor  Greene,  nor  Peele,  are  nothing  to  fome 
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State  plotters    for  a  good   Tragedy  !  "    faid  my  Lord  of 
Southampton.     . 

"'Tis  a  fad  fault  in  an  a6lor,  fir,  to  fail  i'  th'  lad 
aft!" 

"  Surely,  my  Lord,  he  was  thruil:  down  from  the  flage 
unmannerly — as  I've  feen  good  a6lors  treated  i'  th'  Friars." 

"  Indeed  there  have  been  tragedies  enow  of  late.  And 
fome  aflors  in  them  have  had  applaufe  enow  and  to  fpare. 
I'm  not  fo  forry  for  Davifon,  who  fhould  not  have  handled 
the  matter  he  was  unfit  for,  as  for  the  fuccefs  of  the  Tragedy 
itfelf." 

"  A  certain  gentleman  (we  all  know  him — he  who  turn- 
eth  his  toes  fo  gracefully  i'  th'  prefence)  had  fome  Court 
preferment  when  the  poor  Earl  of  Northumberland  was 
murdered  in  the  Tower." 

"  Murdered  !  "  cried  Eflex.  "  I  thought  he  committed 
fuicide." 

"  My  Lord,  'twas  fo  reported  •,  for  'twas  not  convenient 
the  Earl  fhould  make  certain  fiatements  :  fo  the  night  before 
his  intended  trial — his  jailer  was  changed — that's  all !  " 
«  'Tis  allowed  he  died  of  pifi:ol  wounds  i'  th'  breafi:  ? " 
"  Prifoners  in  the  Tower  don't  ufe  them — do  they  ?  " 
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"  No  !  nor  do  jailers  for  the  nonce  get  Isles  of  Purbeck 
and  the  like  royal  grants  anon  !  " 

"  Well,  we  fhall  fee  fome  ft  range  rewards  beftowed  for 
this  deadly  Tragedy." 

"  Her  Majefly's  fervants,  the  players  " 

"  Come,  EfTex,  tell  us  what  you  know  of  poor  Will ;  he 
was  a  kind  youth ;  his  mother's  yet  living  to  grieve  for 
him.  An  her  Grace  let  him  out,  there  will  be  fbme  to 
befriend  him." 

"  His  own  brains,  Sir  Thomas  !  " 

"True!  true!" 

"  Well,"  quoth  Eflex,  "  I  was  t'other  day  up  at  Barne 
Elms." 

"  What !  wilt  be  Secretary,  ElTex  ?  i'  th'  place  of 
Davifon  ? " 

"  Nay  !  'tis  the  young  widow." 

"  Reft  you,  gentlemen  \  'tis  none  of  your's  wherefore. 
I  go  whither  I  will !  Sir  Francis  Walfmgham  is  at  his 
houfe  in  Barne  Elms,  fufTering  from  fome  humours  in  his 
eye.     If  you  will  know  why  I  wended  thither  " 

"  Nay,  nay  !  " 

"  You    fhall !     'Twas  in  Sir  Philip  Sidney's  intereft — 
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rather  his  creditors' — but  Sir  Francis  fatisfied  both  me  and 
them.'' 

«  Is  he  fo  kindly,  then  ? " 

'*  r  faith,"  muttered  one  between  his  teeth,  "  an  the  rent 
bowels  and  quivering  quarters  come  together  again,  the 
day  of  judgment  will  tell  you ;  for  Sir  Francis,  as  I  take 
it,  hath  more  o'  thofe  a6ls  to  anfwer  for  than  any 
man  !  " 

"  Pray  you,  fir,  be  filent !  my  Lord  is  much  letted." 

*'  Well,  my  friends,"  refumed  EiTex,  recovering  quickly 
from  thefe  interruptions,  which  (it  feems)  there  ever  be 
when  one  fpeaketh,  "  I  had  fome  converfe  with  the  Secre- 
tary touching  his  late  colleague." 

«  Eh— eh  ?  " 

"  He  was  forry  for  him  !  " 

"  Sooth  ! " 

"  And,  feeing  I  knew  and  honoured  him,  fhewed  me  the 
man's  private  apology  ;  which,  faid  he,  he  willed  to  be  pre- 
ferved  for  his  own  honour,  fo  it  might  not  prejudice  her 
Grace." 

"  Is't  to  be  known." 

"  Truly,  fir,  I  was  not  bound  to  fecrefy  (nor  would  be 
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m  fuch  a  cafe).  You  fliall  have  my  memory  of  it.  'Twas 
on  this  wife.  After  the  departure  of  the  French  and 
Scottilli  Embaifadours,  the  Queen,  faid  he,  of  her  own  mo- 
tion, commanded  me  to  deliver  her  the  Warrant  for  executing 
the  fentence  againfl  the  Qu^een  of  Scots.  Being  deHvered, 
fhe  figned  it  willingly  with  her  own  hand.  And  in  a  jefling 
manner  " 

"  Good  God  !  "  exclaimed  Sir  Thomas,  whofe  face  was 
flufhed  with  excitement.  ElTex  beheld  him  with  an  awe, 
and  then  proceeded,  looking  at  fome  tables  on  which  he 
had  made  notes  of  this  confeiTion.  "  In  a  jefling  manner 
faid — '  All  this  you  may  fignify  to  Walfmgham,  who  is  fick, 
though  I  fear  me  he  will  die  for  forrow  thereof.' " 

"  'Twas  a  medicine  to  him  !  " 

"  So  the  phyficians  jump  dangerous  bodies  with  the  very 
drugs  which  (they  being  well)  would  make  them  ill." 

"  She  added  alfo,  wrote  he,  the  caufes  of  her  deferring  it 
fo  long — namely,  lefl:  llie  might  leem  to  have  been  violently 
or  malicioully  drawn  thereunto  •,  whereas,  in  the  mean  time, 
file  was  not  ignorant  how  neceffary  it  was." 

«  Buzz — buzz  !  " 

«  Moreover,  fhe  blamed  Paulet  and  Drury,  that  they  had 
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not  eafed  her  of  this  care,  and  wiihed  that  Walfingham 
would  feel  their  minds  touching  this  matter  " 

There  was  a  pretty  ftour,  you  may  be  fure,  at  this 
infinuation.  'Twas  clear  enow  to  all,  that  Davifon  charged 
her  Grace  with  calling  on  Paulet  and  Drury  (the  Scots 
Queen's  jailers)  to  put  that  Royal  Lady  to  death  without  a 
warrant :  and  that  'twas  through  Walfnigham,  in  the 
courfe  of  bufmefs,  the  fuggell:ion  pafTed. 

"  'Tis  true,  gentlemen  ! "  faid  the  Hants  Efquire.  "  Sir 
Amlas  is  my  very  good  friend ;  and  he  told  me  but  yefter- 
night,  moft  tearfully,  that  fuch  offers  had  been  broached." 

"  The  Secretary  himfelf  told  me  plainly,"  faid  EfTex, 
"  how  her  Grace  had  faid,  '  Another  courfe  might  be  taken  ; 
and  another  courfe  might  have  been  devifed.'  " 

"  Did  Paulet  anfwer,  Efquire — eh  ?  " 

"  Yea  !  a  faid  flatly  '  No  ! '  like  a  man  ;  and  a  told  me 
't  might  coft  his  head,  but  a  cared  not :  for  the  Queen 
accufed  him  to  his  face  of  perjury  and  breach  of  trufi: ; 
in  that  tho'  he  had  joined  my  Lo.  of  Leicefler  to  protect  her 
'gainfl  Popifh  practices  :  yet  had  he  failed  her.  *  Yet  there 
are,'  faid  fiie  (fo  he  told  me) — *  yet  there  are  which  will  do 
it  for  my  fake  !  '    meaning,  perhaps,  one  Julio  Marino,  an 
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Italian  fervant-poyfoner  to  the  Queen-mother  of  France, 
who  had  jufl  come  over  with  my  Lord  EmbafTadour 
Stafford  his  men." 

"  Ah !  'twas  he  belike  dieted  the  old  Queen  o' 
Navarre  ? " 

"Belike!  belike!" 

"  'Tis  almofl  incredible  fuch  deep  and  muddy  profligacy  ! 
God  be  thanked  my  place  is  i'  the  country  !  "  cried  Sir 
Thomas,  though  you  might  have  feen  a  fliade — juft  as  of  a 
fmall  fleecy  cloud  over  a  clear  blue  fky  on  a  fummer  day — 
pafling  acrofs  his  face  as  he  thought  that  his  place  was  not 
what  it  had  been.  Yet  it  might  only  have  been  that  his 
fpirit  revolted  at  the  villainy  of  the  Court,  and  that  the 
fentiment  of  loyalty  (fo  flrong  in  all  the  Cheneys)  had  been 
daflied  by  thefe  revelations.  However,  his  thankfulnefs  to 
be  bred  far  from  Courts  was  fully  joined  in  by  the  Hants 
Efquire  and  Squire  Beron£iw. 

"  You  mufl:  be  right,  Efquire,"  concluded  Eflex.  "  Pau- 
let's  flory  tallies  with  the  reft :  for  Davifon  wrote  that  he 
*  fhewed  the  Qu^een  how  diflionourable  and  unjuft  'twould 
be  to  put  Mary  privately  away ;  and  withal  into  how 
great  danger  flie  fliould  caft  thefe  two  honourable  gentle- 
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men^  her  keepers.  For,  if  fhe  approved  the  faft  (they 
hearkening  to  her  will),  fhe  ihould  draw  upon  herfelf  both 
danger  and  diilionour  \  not  without  note  of  Injuftice.  And, 
if  ihe  difallowed  it  (pretending  fhe  gave  no  charge  i'  the 
matter),  flie  fhould  utterly  undo  men  of  pafTmg  good 
defert  and  their  whole  pofterity  ! '" 

"  They  fay  her  Grace  rebuked  her  Council  ?  " 
"  True  !     But  the  very  day  the  Scots  Queen  was  put  to 
death,  her  Majefly  (our  Queen) — ere  fhe  knew  of  it — re- 
buked  Davifon  that   the  warrant  had   not  been  yet  exe- 
cuted !  " 

And  now  there  was  not  one  among  thefe  gentlemen 
— and  there  were  there  EfTex  and  Southampton,  and  tvv^o 
other  Earls — fome  feven  or  eight  Barons,  and  about  fifteen 
others,  Knights  and  Efquires,  out  of  mofl  parts  of  England 
— who  did  not  in  their  confciences  beheve  that  Mary,  late 
Queen  of  Scots,  had  been  beheaded  for  other  caufe  than 
State  policy.  They,  none  of  them,  cared  a  fg  for  the 
Scotch  queftions,  nor  for  foreign  intrigues :  nor  did  they 
mind  the '  Blaft  of  the  Trumpet,' and  fuch  like  pious  flourifhes. 
They  felt  their  loved  and  honoured  country  had  been 
degraded  by  the  keeping  a  voluntary  fappllant  in  grievous 
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durance.  'Twas  inhofpitable  at  leaft.  But  to  put  her  to  death 
was  downright  inhuman.  So  long  as  the  Papifts  at  home 
— one  fifth,  perhaps,  of  the  whole  people — and  Catholic 
Sovereigns  abroad,  kept  quiet,  fufFering  Elizabeth  to 
ftrengthen  her  own  hand  by  foreign  alliances,  and  fecret 
profelytifmgs  on  the  Continent,  and  weakening  her  adver- 
faries,  by  puni/hing  all  recufants  here,  Mary  might  have 
lived — (carefully  watched,  however,  for  even  Statefmen 
truft  none — not  even  each  other.) 

But  when  France  and  Spain  had  armed  againft  us  (as 
'twas  now  every  day  reported  they  had) — when  the 
Romanifts  at  home  fought  (by  plots  fuch  as  Babington's) 
to  put  Mary  in  Elizabeth's  room :  the  cafe  became  exaftly 
what  our  Queen  iaid  to  the  French  Embaffadour,  "  Aut  ego 
illam^  aid  ilia  me^^  '  So  Tibni  died,  and  Omri  reigned.' 
This  was  the  policy  that  had  thriven  !  There  may  have 
been  precedent  enough  for  it :  but  the  engineering  of  Sir 
Francis  Walfmgham  would  feem  to  have  been  a  very 
gratuitous  piece  of  ftate-craft.  A  ftraightforward  and 
unfcrupulous  man  would  have  faid,  "  You  want  to  get  rid 
of  the  woman  ?  Cut  her  throat !  don't  forge  her  hand- 
writing and  her  feals  ;    and  fuborn  men  to  fwear  away 
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other  people's  lives  and  properties,  and  their  own  fouls  ; 
implicating  chivalrous  gentlemen  of  loyal  and  generous 
hearts  to  undertake  for  the  diftreffed  Lady,  only  that  you 
may  make  it  appear  to  the  vulgar  and  ignorant  (for  no 
other  will  believe  you),  that  the  poor  woman  deferved  to 
die.  You  are  bad  guardians  of  this  realm,  if  you  could  not 
keep  her  from  mifchief  after  eighteen  years'  experience  ! 
Pofterity  will  judge  you.  Oh  Statefmen  !  ^  liters  scripts 
manent  I ' 

Such  were  the  thoughts  of  the  gentlemen  who  met  at 
the  "  Great  Harry."  And  fcurrilous  fellows  took  occafion 
to  fay,  'twas  a  State  plot  to  caft  Mr.  Davifon — the  only 
honefl  card  in  the  pack  ;  for,  when  Elizabeth  cut  off  Mary, 
did  fhe  not  exafperate  the  Popilh  party  beyond  cure  ? 
"  Where  was  the  policy  o'  that  ? " 

"  Ay,  ay,  fir  !  But  they  had  none  now  to  plot  for  ! 
James,  next  heir,  was  Proteflant ;  and  the  Englilh  people, 
maugre  their  private  diffenfions,  will  join  as  one  man 
— kindle  like  a  fire  lighted  in  many  places — blaze  all 
together  i'  the  wind — againft  all  foreign  invafions  !  They 
will  forget,"  faid  Sir  Thomas,  "  all  the  Puritanical  Jeluiflry 
of  thefe  days,  when  the  general  enemy  cometh  to  the  door  : 
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we  are  Proteftants  becaufe  we  hate  tyranny.  The  Pope's 
party  cannot  ftand  on  Englifh  ground.  You  fhall  hear 
ftrong  Papifts  cry,  '  God  and  St.  George  ! '  as  I  have  heard 
them  oft  do  upon  occafion.  And  my  word  for't,  friends, 
we  fhall  hear  that  Cry  anon  in  our  ftreets  !  " 


CHAPTER  VI. 

"  The  web  of  our  life  is  of  a  7ningled  yarn ; 
Good  and  ill  together. ^^ 

All's  Well,  a6l  iv.  fc.  in. 


OOR  'Zekiel  ufed  to  be  fad  thefe  times  :  com- 
plaining to  Sir  Thomas  (who  flill  waited  in  the 
hope  of  William's  return),  how  his  young  Lord 
was  going  (as  he  feared)  the  way  of  all  Lords ;  namely — 
to  the  Court.  "  He'd  ftay  out  o'  nights,"  the  man  faid, 
"  coming  not  home  to  his  lodging  till  birds  were  a-fmging. 
He'd  tell  of  how  he  walked  private  with  the  Qiieen ;  play- 
ing her  Grace  (i'  th'  privy  chamber)  Cards  and  other 
games.  By  my  holidame,  your  honour.  Sir  Thomas," 
ended  he,  "  there  be  Policy  in't !  My  Lord  ha'  told  me 
how  he  fhould  be  Mafter  o'  the  Horfe,  with  fifteen  hundred 
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pounds  a-year,  and  other  matters.  And  'tis  too  great  pay- 
ment for  no  fervice,  I  trow  ! " 

"  Well,  'Zekiel,"  faid  the  Knight,  kindly,  "  'tis  a  Court 
office,  and  of  fome  credit.  Some  one  muft  fill  it ;  and 
who  fo  fit  as  the  Earl  of  EfTex  ? " 

"My  Lord  hath  injured  his  efiate  i' th'  wars.  Her 
Grace  made  him  General  o'  th'  Horfe  for  that — 
good!" 

"Well, 'Zekiel?" 

"  She  maketh  him  Mailer  o'  the  Horfe  now,  'caufe  he 
playeth  well  o'  the  cards — a  carves  to  her  belike  !  'Tis 
policy — damn  it ! " 

Being  no  politician.  Sir  Thomas  had  not  till  of  late  fo 
nicely  thought  on  this  matter  •,  going  (as  his  fathers  before 
him)  to  war  as  a  duty  to  country  and  fovereign,  and  regarding 
both  as  one.  'Twas  a  perfonal  trial  of  arms,  courage,  and 
fo  forth,  furely  :  and  to  gain  a  ca}ito7i  or  other  augmentation 
to  his  Coat  would  have  been  enough  of  glory  for  a 
Cheney,  and  with  the  '  unbacked  reputations  '  of  courtiers 
he  had  nothing  to  do.  He  faw  no  honour  in  tilting  at 
ladies'  lips.  "  Wear  your  maunches  and  your  flanges,  for 
me,  gentlemen,  and   deck  yourfelves  bravely  in  women's 
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favours  :  but  be  your  bloods  red  ?  Sirs,  dare  ye  ftand  i'  th' 
breach?" 

The  rough  old  henchman  was  in  the  right ;  and  fo  Sir 
Thomas  told  him. 

And  you  may  be  fore  the  Knight  fpake  to  EfTex  often 
and  more  on  this  head  \  fearing  left  the  youth  fhould  be 
led  aflray  i'  the  primrofe  paths  of  dalliance,  and  find  him- 
felf  all  too  late  fhut  into  a  fool's  paradife,  as  the  faying  is  : 
for,  defp'ite  the  opinions  he  had  uttered  at  the  "  Great 
Harry,"  my  Lord  was,  as  'Zekiel  faid,  villainoully  engroffed 
with  the  Court.  And  the  Knight  chode  him,  moreover, 
for  a  weak  and  vain  habit  of  jealoufy  and  rivalry  againft 
the  Captain  o'  the  Guard,  whom  all  elfe  thought  one  of 
extraordinary  pith  and  fubltance :  advifmg  the  Earl  to 
achieve  honour  for  himfelf,  rather  than  refting  on  what  his 
father  left  him,  carp  at  new  men.  And  not  to  envy  one 
who,  born  more  humbly,  was  yet  Gentle,  as  he  fliewed  by 
his  untiring  efforts  after  greatnefs.  ,  You  (hall  thank  God 
for  your  nobility,  fhould  you  pride  yourfelf  on  your  own 
gainings.  "  The  glory  of  anceftors,"  quoth  he,  "  is  as  a 
flaming  torch.  He  is  well  feen  who  beareth  it.  There- 
fore,  fmce  it  is  in  your   part  to  hold  forth  that  light  to 
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others,  take  care  your  own  deeds  bear  the  looking  into." 
And  he  took  him  to  tafi-:  alfo  for  his  humours  with  the 
Queen  :  for  it  had  been  told  Sir  Thomas  by  one  Mafter 
Edward  Dyer  how  furiouily  Eflex  had — in  my  Lady  of 
Warwick's  home  at  North  Hall — abufed  her  Grace's 
patience — difdaining  of  Ralegh  to  her  very  face  (he  at 
door  hflening)  :  and,  in  his  pafTion,  thrufting  away  his  own 
fifler,  Lady  Dorothy  (againil  whom  there  had  been  offence 
taken.) 

My  Lord,  vexed  hereat — for  one  in  the  v/rong  is  apt  to  be 
tetchy — fet  off  for  Slys  in  Holland  :  but  the  Queen,  fending 
ipecially,  brought  him  back  ;  and  his  temper,  being  fubdued 
a  little  under  fo  great  an  authority  (a  fpoilt  child  to  a  flern 
nurfe) — his  confcience  reproved  him  that  he  had  not  more 
kindly  hearkened  to  an  old  friend. 

Sir  Thomas  hath,  more  than  once  this  fummer,  ridden 
poft  to  Margate ;  for  every  day  brought  its  own  rumour, 
and  he  grew  impatient  for  his  fon. 

As  it  had  been  a  while  agone  when  the  Hue  and  Cry 
was  out  that  the  Scots  Queen  had  efcaped,  or  that  the 
Pope  had  landed — that  a  confpiracy  was  a  hatching,  or  that 
the  traitors  had  fled :  fo  now  were  there  fcattered  rags  of 
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news  that  none  but  one  very  needy  would  ftoop  to  pick  up. 
A  father,  whofe  only  child  is  at  fea,  is  one  of  thefe  !  'Tis 
Sir  Thomas  Cheney  whom  you  watch  on  the  jetty  there, 
day  after  day,  queflioning  the  mariners.  VefTels  pafs  up 
and  down  the  Channel  and  acrofs  to  the  Dutch  coaft ;  but 
there  are  no  tidings  of  the  fleet  her  Majefty  fent  to  the 
Indies,  now  two  years  fmce :  and  there  is  talk  of  the 
Spaniard  fitting  out,  and  that  the  Frenchmen  hath  hired 
fmall  craft  \  and  people  are  beginning  to  afk  where  is  Captain 
Drake ;  for  men  are  apt  to  look  about  for  help  ere  they 
beflir  themfelves,  though  'twould  be  better  they  fhould  ex- 
perience there  own  calibre  firH:. 

They  fire  the  beacons  on  the  Cornifh  coaft,  and  fo  on 
through  Devon,  Somerfet,  Wilts,  Berks.  The  Londoners 
rife  up  in  their  beds.  Some  fall  on  their  knees  :  fome 
buckle  on  their  armour  :  fome  hide  themfelves  incontinently. 
You  hear  fhoutings  and  yellings,  threats,  boafiings,  depre- 
cations, oaths  !  Scarcely  one  aiks  his  neighbour  what  'tis 
difturbs  him.  The  women  fhriek  and  hug  their  infants — 
their  hufbands  fometimes — wakening  up  these — hindering 
thofe.  As  day  breaks,  people  look  out  o'  window,  fiealthily  ; 
or,  with  martial  courage,  venture  out  o'  door.^ 
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"  'Tis  nothing  uncommon,  fir.  The  conftables  i'  th' 
country  were  remifsj  and  the  folk  have  fired  the  beacons  in 
fheer  terror ;  fo,  by  a-frightening  all  elfe,  to  quiet  them- 
felves."  And  prefently  there  was  juft  fuch  another  alarum: 
but  now  it  comes  through  Dorfet  and  Hants.  And  EfTex 
told  Sir  Thomas  that  it  was  noifed  that  a  fleet  was  off  the 
coafl:,  and  every  man  was  ordered  to  his  charge.  And  the 
good  Knight  fighed  when  he  remembered  how  he  had  no  fer- 
vice  for  his  country,  refolving  to  feek  fome  pofl  as  was 
honourable. 

And  Squire  Beronfaw  befought  him  to .  come  into  the 
Provinces  with  him ;  and,  if  need  be,  to  volunteer  under 
the  Earl  of  Suflex  (whofe  brother  the  Knight  had  loved). 
And  they  journeyed  together  down  to  Bere  •,  and  from 
thence,  on  the  morrow,  rode  over  to  Swarwooton,  where 
the  Efquire,  William's  friend,  lived.  And  the  fair  Helen, 
whom  Sir  Thomas  had  not  feen  till  this  day  (though  often 
heard  tell  of),  fhe  was  then  fojourning  with  her  Aunt. 

None  could  be  more  welcome  than  this  good  Knight. 
For  the  young  men  refpefted  him  as  young  men  refpe6f 
their  elders  who  are  generous  and  charitable,  chivalrous 
and  free.     Now  Aunt  Margaret  brings  in  the  girl :  fright- 
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ened  a  little,  perhaps,  is  flie.  She  knoweth  not  why.  Her 
eyes  wander  unfleadily  on  the  floor  :  her  feet  feem  reliefs. 
Thofe  tiny  feet,  they  muft  perform  their  courtefy  as  beft 
they  have  learned.  So,  when  her  eyes  be  raifed  i'  the 
manner,  they  meet  thofe  of  her  William's  father. 

Look  !  as  the  pink  harebell  unfolds  in  the  fpring,  fo 
Miftrefs  Helen  is  growing  into  womanhood.  Every  day 
is  fhe  more  comely  to  fee :  more  fweet  in  converfe.  You 
would  think  fhe  ever  fang  with  the  wood  throflle  :  fo 
mufical  is  her  voice  !  You  would  dread  no  teen  while 
befide  her,  flie  having  fo  blefl^ed  a  temper,  and  fuch  likely 
conditions  :  for  her  heart  is  as  frefh  as  the  fountain,  and 
flreams  of  love  gufh  out  from  it.  Then  the  Knight  gazed 
with  a  father's  pride  on  the  tall  and  lithefome  maid.  And 
he  opened  his  arms,  and  frankly  and  joyoufly  fhe  leaped 
upon  his  bofom.  Sir  Thomas  felt  as  he  had  not  felt  for 
two  years  pafl:  ;  and,  his  heart  throbbing,  he  could 
fcarcely  fay,  "  God  blefs  you,  my  daughter  ! "  But  the 
gentle  thing  needed  not  hear  thofe  words. 

So  they  fat  and  fpake.  You  would  think  they  had  been 
father  and  child,  now  reunited  after  a  long  tide.  And  fhe 
took  him  to  fee  thofe  old  Cedars  that  William  loved,  and 
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the  ftill  older  Yews,  which  Sir  Thomas  opined  had  been 
there  (growing  naturally)  ere  the  Conqueft.  From  the 
fwart  complexion  of  thefe  trees,  he  judged  the  name  o'  th' 
place  came ;  referving  an  abfolute  diftum  on  the  point  till 
he  fhould  fee  Mailer  Camden.  And  the  fhene  fprite 
hovered  about  the  happy  man,  fo  that  he  forgat  many 
cares,  and  felt  fure  the  bleffing  of  William's  return  was  in 
ftore.  She  would  ramble  with  him  again  and  again  to  the 
downs  or  through  the  woods  :  to  the  old  chancel,  or  to 
the  ruined  manor-houfe — wherefoever  he  would. 

"  'Twas  juft  fuch  a  houfe  as  this,  dear  girl,"  faid  he ; 
"  juft  fuch  a  houfe  as  this,  old  Chenies  !  Except  the  Hall; 
none  to  Chenies  !  "  He  paufed  awhile.  The  childe  was 
kifling  his  hand  when  he  refumed,  fadly,  "  God  give 
patience  to  us  all  !  " 

And  Helen  faid  words  to  comfort  him,  promifmg  to  be 
content  and  dutiful. 

"  Thou'rt  a  gentle  girl,  Nell :  God  blefs  ye  !" 

And  the  Earl  of  SulTex  was  right  glad  to  give  Sir 
Thomas  a  company  of  foot  foldiers,  and  an  honourable 
charge ;  for,  knowing  the  man,  he  was  affured.  And 
'twas  not  fafe  (jufl:  then,  efpecially  in  Hants,  where  were 
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many  recufants)  to  trull  every  one  who  might  be  ready  to 
undertake. 

So  Sir  Thomas  gat  his  men  together  without  ado,  going 
towards  the  coafl,  for  the  country  was  in  dread  of  an 
Invafion ;  and  there  was  that  in  his  Honour's  gait  and  face 
which  made  all  willing  to  ferve  under  him.  The  haughty 
man  would  cap  to  him,  and  the  mean  man  would  bow 
down  before  him.  Yet  was  he  free  and  courteous  to  all, 
as  only  a  gentleman  can  be,  rather  raifmg  others  up  to  him 
than  condefcending  to  them. 

And  it  was  told  Sir  Thomas  that  Ships  were  in  the  offing ; 
fo  he  hurried  down,  and  the  creiTets  were  fet  a-blazing 
again.  Then  the  pilots  and  feafaring  men  about  the  ihore 
warranted  the  fails  were  Englilli ;  and,  as  the  day  wore  on, 
they  could  count  them.  Twent3--one  vefTels  of  war,  and 
fome  merchant  bottoms.  And  the  ICnight's  heart  beat 
high  ;  for  he  believed  this  was  Drake's  fleet  coming  from 
the  Indies  unfcathed,  "William  being  on  board.  And  he 
fell  on  his  knees  there  on  the  fands,  giving  God  Almighty 
thanks  for  having  fo  anfwered  his  prayers,  and  brought  his 
child  home  !  And  there  were  others  there  who  had 
parent  or  son  or  brother  or  friend,  in  that  fleet  and  convoy ; 
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and  they  were  fain  to  follow  fo  good  an  example  as  was 
(hewn  them  ;  for  'tis  as  easy,  if  you  will  believe  it,  to  work 
good  as  evil.  When  you  are  on  His  fide,  God  is  on  yours. 
You  fhall  judge  the  odds  when  you  go  againfl  him. 

The  evening  came  ;  and  it  was  juft  pofTible  to  the  ftrained 
eyes  of  love  to  track  the  courfe  of  the  home-bound.  They 
make  for  Southampton.  The  wind  will  not  let  them  hold 
on  to  Portfmouth  ;  and  Sir  Thomas  taketh  horfe,  riding  all 
night.  And  the  fun  rofe  from  the  waters  of  the  Solent  as 
the  father  haflened  along  the  fhore.  And  it  was  yet  early 
when  he  faw  the  black  naked  mafts  of  the  weary  fle^t,  now 
anchored  in  the  haven.  There  was  one  with  him  who  held 
his  horfe  (taking  it  on  to  Southampton),  while  he  got  into 
a  httle  cock  which  a  fifherman  plyed  towards  the  Admiral's 
fhip.  He  was  an  aftive  man,  or  an  eager  one,  who  drew 
himfelf  on  board  by  the  rope  a  boatfwayne  threw  over  ! 
So  the  failors  laid. 

Ye  who  have  after  long  abfence  met :  Ye  who,  ignorant 
for  many  days  of  all  pertaining  to  thofe  you  love  beft,  again 
embrace  :  Ye  fathers,  fondling  once  more  the  child  of 
your  thoughts,  and  hopes,  and  prayers  :  Ye  fons,  welcomed 
back  to  a  loved  and  honoured  parent's  heart,  judge  how 
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Sir  Thomas  met  his  boy — how  William  Cheney  kifled  the 
old  man's  cheek  ! 

And  Captain  Drake,  the  great  Admiral,  he  took  the 
Knight  by  the  hand  with  a  manly  grafp,  telling  him  (under 
the  deck)  how  William  had  behaved  himfelf;  and  how 
the  fleet  had  done  great  damage  to  the  Queen's  enemies, 
deflroying  his  towns  of  St.  Jago  and  St.  Dominick,  and 
taking  Carthagena  and  other  places  in  the  Gulf  of  Florida. 

But  Sir  Francis  fighed  that  the  plunder  was  little ;  the 
Spaniards  having  carried  their  moveables  beyond  the  reach 
of  fack  and  pillage.  Yet,  as  good-luck  would  have  it  (and 
the  devout  Pirate  gave  thanks  accordingly),  a  pinnace  com- 
ing home  to  Portingale  laden  with  ingots  had  fallen  to  his 
fliip.    William  fhould  have  his  fhare  of  th'  ingots — why  not  ? 

But  Sir  Thomas  thought  little  of  Ingots  or  Spanifh  ene- 
mies, holy  towns  or  pious  buccaneers.  He  had  his  fon 
home  with  him  ;  and  for  that  he  was  right  thankful.  And 
fo  they  landed  at  the  port,  and  rode  on  that  very  day  (Davy 
with  them)  towards  Swarwooton,  where  one  part  (fay  a 
foft  part)  of  William's  heart  thought  of  nothing  lefs  than 
this  fpeedy  meeting. 

Now  the  youth  had  grown  taller  and  flouter,  as  is  ufual 
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at  his  age.  And  the  hot  funs  of  thofe  parts  had  embrowned 
his  face  and  crifped  his  hair.  There  were,  moreover  (to  a 
curious  inquirer),  figns  of  a  beard  toward,  and  fymptoms 
of  valour  rifmg  about  his  upper  lip.  His  gait  had  become 
more  eafy,  and  his  countenance  fhewed  ftill  flronger  that 
he  was  Sir  Thomas's  own. 

'Twas  a  ffrange  conceit  brought  Miflrefs  Helen  out  a- 
walking  among  thofe  cedars  (where  they  had  parted),  juft 
as  father  and  fon  rode  up  the  caufeway  !  'Twas  indifferent 
which  (if  either)  faw  the  other  firft.  But  the  young 
people  were  in  each  other's  arms  very  fondly,  ere  the 
approving  Knight  had  well  recovered  the  rein  of  Wil- 
liam's horfe. 

'Tis  a  glad  meeting  where  be  no  regrets  !  No  place 
was  empty  !  No  hopes  had  failed  !  All  was  joy  and 
thankfulnefs  !  And  meffengers  were  fent  poff  to  Dame 
Elizabeth  at  Llanfrey  (promifmg  a  coming  in  hafte),  and 
to  Eifex  alfo,  who  foon  followed,  with  his  heart  in  his 
mouth,  as  the  faying  is. 


CHAPTER  VIL 

"  Mayjlill  this  IJland  be  called  Fortunate  I 
Let  foreign  policy  he  dull  as  lead, 
And  pale  invafwti  come  lu'ith  half  a  heart. 
When  he  hut  looks  upon  her  hlefj'ed  foil  I  " 

Epilogue  to  Every  Man  out  of 
His  Humour. 

ifE33^^S  HE  courageous  Chamomile,  they  fay,  the  more 
R^Bi^Sl'  it  be  trodden  upon  the  fafter  it  grows :  and  ib 
lLi.'ai§^«'''j3i  Virtue  (Hke  true  Heel — to  which  it  agreeth 
metaphyfically),  the  more  it  be  ufed  the  brighter  will  it  fhine. 
Wife  faws,  thefe  \  and  the  events  of  the  time  give  them 
warrant ! 

The  opinion  of  the  good  hath  lately  begun  to  trample 
en  that  herb  of  Grace  Elizabeth,  of  thefe  realms  Queen, 
defender  of  the  faith,  and  fo  forth ;  but,  letting  bide  the 
queftion  of  Virtue  (as  a  thing  of  no  note  now  i'  th'  Court), 
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that  metal  of  which  Royalty  is  made  had,  in  her  cafe,  been 
well  tempered  by  the  trial. 

If  the  Queen  had  pleafured  fome  by  her  late  cruel  and 
bloody  proceedings,  they  were  but  lewd  fellows  of  the  bafer 
foit — fanatics,  cowards,  malicious  tradefmen  in  religion  ; 
who  would  fet  the  whole  world  a-blaze  that  Rome  might 
be  fired.  Men  of  wit  and  mark  were  offended.  The 
ienfe,  the  feeling,  the  pride,  the  chivalry,  the  piety  of  Eng- 
land, cried  '  Shame  !  * 

'Twas  preached  at  Paul's  Crofs  o'  Sunday,  that  it  is  juft 
polTible  to  redeem  the  time.  "  Only  noble  fpirits,"  quoth 
Mafler  Hooker — "  only  noble  fpirits  can  do  fo,  by  God's 
grace  and  their  own  efforts  co-operating." 

"  Grant  her  Majefly  be  one  fuch  !  "  faid  fome. 
About  one  hundred  years  agone  a  learned  Aftronomer  of 
Konigfberg,  in   Almayne,  foretold  that  this   would  be  an 
admirable  year  \  prefaging  that  it  fliould  be  the  climafterical 
period  of  the  whole  World. 

One  may  be  allowed  to  think  that,  had  it  not  been  for 
this  far-feer's  infmuation,  the  ordinary  courfe  of  the  wars  in 
which  we  were  till  now  engaged  would  not  have  been  pre- 
judiced or  changed.    But  there  is  never  a  Prophecy  without 
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an  Interpreter  flraightway  •,  and,  fhould  the  gentleman  hold- 
ing the  key  not  find  the  lock  to  his  hand,  why  e'en  let  the 
lock  be  whitefmithed  a  while  with  new  wards,  and  fo  forth, 
till  it  Jfhall  fit  his  key.     Such  is  the  ufe  with  Expounders  ! 

However  this  may  be,  "  fomething "  (as  Tarleton  faid 
jeflingly)  "  hath  filliped  Philip ! "  and  the  rumours  of 
wars,  which  before  were  but  as  the  bleating  of  calves,  begin 
now  to  wax  every  day  more  like  the  bellowing  of  bulls. 
And  now  not  by  uncertain  bruit,  but  by  loud  and  joint 
voice  of  the  whole  herd.  It  is  noifed  abroad  that  a  moft 
invincible  Armado  is  rigged  and  prepared  in  Spain  againfl 
England.  And,  moreover,  that  the  famoufeft  Captains,  and 
expertefl  Leaders,  and  old  Soldiers,  have  been  fent  for  out 
of  Italy,  Sicily,  yea,  and  out  of  America,  fo  that  all  Europe 
ihall  ftand  trembling  and  amazed  if  this  great  exploit  be 
performed  ;  for  of  late  the  Bifliop  of  Rome  (fundry  caufes 
him  thereunto  moving)  had  revoked  Spain  to  his  old  hope  of 
devouring  this  country  •,  and,  in  truth,  Philip  required  little 
coaxing  to  fwallow  that  bait^  having  once  taftei  the  fweet 
fovereignty  over  a  whole  nation  of  rich  heretics.  You  will 
remember,  too,  there  had  been  an  ancient  grudge  between 
his  moft  Catholic  Majeily  and  our  Queen  j  for,  in  old  time. 
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Spain  had  expeflation  that  England  would  help  him  againft 
France.  But,  fince  Mary's  death,  Scotland  was  now  Pro- 
teflant ;  and,  in  the  event  of  Henry's  deceafe  (daily  to  be 
looked  for),  Navarre  a  Hugonot  would  fit  on  the  throne  of 
France.  So  Philip  finds  his  cafe  defperate.  His  plots 
being  foiled,  he  groweth  bitter  accordingly. 

Elizabeth  was  wont  to  fay,  France  and  Spain  were  the 
fcales  of  Europe  :  fhe,  England,  the  tongue  o'  th'  balance  •, 
quoting  her  royal  father's  saw,  "  Cui  adhaereo  praeeft." 
Well  !  Pope  Sixtus  hath  determined  ex  cathedra  that  this 
war  fhould  be  mofl  juft  •,  not  only  becaufe  of  the  neceflity, 
but  f] thence  it  would  be  for  the  maintenance  of  Chrift's 
religion.  Confidering,  moreover,  that  the  Queen  of  England 
being  excommunicate,  perfifted  contumacious,  fupported 
Philip's  (and  his  Holinefs  his)  rebels  in  the  Netherlands, 
annoyed  the  Spaniards  with  continual  depredations,  fur- 
prifing  and  facking  his  towns  wherefoever  •,  and  had  now 
put  the  Queen  of  Scots  (of  the  true  Church)  to  death,  thus 
violating  the  majefty  of  all  kings. 

And  no  lefs  profitable  would  this  war  be  than  jufl:  (you 
take  heed  thefe  ends  be  conjoined)  !  For  fo  fhould  Philip 
lay  unto  his  empire  moft  flourifhing  kingdoms  ;  extinguifh- 
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ing  that  hot  and  fiery  rebellion  in  the  Low  Countries,  which 
was  cheered  (as  it  were)  and  fanned  with  an  Englifh  gale ; 
and,  fecuring  his  voyages  from  both  Indies,  thereby  abate 
the  yearly  expenfes  of  his  convoys.  What  a  politician  was 
the  Pope  I 

Now  all  thefe  holy  correfpondences  had  been  laid  open 
to  our  Secretary !  Walfingham,  he  had  corrupted  a 
Venetian  prieft,  who  (in  his  turn)  had  corrupted  fome  one 
elfe ;  and,  in  refult,  the  very  key  of  the  fecreteft  cabinet  in 
the  whole  world — namely.  His  Holinefs  of  Rome — his,  was 
taken  out  of  its  privy  place,  to  wit,  his  facred  pocket ;  and 
thus  the  letters  were  read  and  tranfcribed  for  Sir  Francis. 
From  thefe,  it  being  learned  that  the  money  necelTary  for 
fuch  great  wars  was  wanting,  with  a  little  management  of 
their  merchants  (through  our  Sir  Thomas  Grelham),  King 
Philip  his  bills  were  hardly  honoured  ;  and  that  expedition 
llayed  for  above  a  twelvemonth. 

And  Gregory,  the  now  Pope  (whom  our  lads  i'  the  flreet 
call  '  Turk  Gregory '  for  this  very  matter),  following  the 
policy  of  the  Camera,  fent  one  Allan  (hight  Cardinal 
though  an  Englilhman)  into  Holland.  This  man  authori- 
tatively renewed  old  Bulls    againft    us,   excommunicating 
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our  (and  his)  Queen  :  unthroning  her  fpitefully,  and  in 
terms ;  abfolving  us — as  had  Prefbyter  Knox  the  Scots 
Queen's  fubjefts — from  all  allegiance,  and  then  finally 
publifhed  his  Croifado  in  print  (as  againft  Turks  and  Infidels), 
wherein  out  of  the  treafure  of  the  Church  he  gave  plenary 
indulgences  to  all  that  fliould  bring  their  alTiftance.  Lord, 
how  extremes  will  meet ! — Do  Religion  and  Policy  then  go 
in  circles  ? 

And  there  were  many  great  warriors  and  wife  ftatefmen 
in  Italy  and  Spain ;  expert  navigators,  merchants,  and 
others,  who  approved  of  this  proje<5tion,  fhowing  how  it 
might  be  accomplifhed. 

But  (as  is  ufual)  thefe  were  not  hearkened  unto  amongft 
men  grown  fierce  with  confidence  of  their  own  firength, 
who  held  it  fufficient  to  commend  this  caufe  of  Vengeance 
and  Avarice,  Armadoj  Army,  and  all  to  the  Bilhop  of  Rome, 
and  to  the  prayers  of  the  faithful  (of  their  way)  to  the  Saints. 
And  fo  they  fet  forth  a  Book  in  print  with  maps  for  a  terror, 
wherein  the  whole  preparation  was  particularly  fet  down  ! 
You  fee,  fir,  when  we  fpeak  of  the  "  bragging  Spaniard  '* 
on  the  Blackfriars  we  have  warrant.  And  Tarleton,  who 
for  humour  will  go   on   the  fiage  once  and  again,  faid 
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pleafantly  enough,  "  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  'tis  a  plot !  a 
Popifli  plot !  They  want  to  marry  that  old  Bachelor  (heir 
of  St.  Peter)  to  our  Fair  Veftal  of  the  Weil — down  at 
Greenwich,  there  !  " — Making  a  Jig  the  while. 

Such  a  clamour  as  arofe  !  You  would  have  thought 
Apollo  himfelf  with  the  Mufes  nine,  Bacchus  and  his 
rabble-rout,  Comus  and  the  reft,  were  tumbling  through 
the  open  roof !  If  you  have  not  known  a  riot  in  the  play- 
houfe,  'twill  be  in  vain  to  tell  you  how  they  carried  it, 
making  the  very  welkin  roar  !  But  when  the  Proteftant 
lieges  were  exhaufted  a  little,  one,  v/ith  a  fmall  but 
mufical  voice,  looking  archly  at  M.  Tarleton,  fet  them  off 
again  with  a  jingling  couplet.     "  Marry,"  quoth  he, 

*'  An  you  have  your  Cardinal  Errors  at  RomCy 
We  have  our  Cardinal  Virtues  at  home  I  " 

Certain  it  is,  the  Londoners  were  forv/ard  enow  after 
this  to  aid  her  Highnefs  in  the  profecuting  the  war  •,  the 
players,  as  one  faith,  being  the  mere  abftraft  of  the  times. 

Elizabeth  (Herb  of  Grace)  had  already  fent  Drake  (with 
whom  again  went  our  William  Cheney)  with  four  of  her 
royal  fhips  and  fome  volunteers,  that  they  might  furprife 
the  Spaniard's   Shipping  in  the  havens,  and  intercept  his 
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provifioii.  Entering  into  the  port  of  Gades,  this  little 
refolute  fleet  chafed  fix  galleys  under  the  Forts,  and  funk, 
took,  or  fired  about  an  hundred  vefTels,  wherein  was  great 
ftore  of  munition  and  viftuals.  And  many  galleons  took 
they.  And  a  very  rich  carrack  named  the  "  St.  Philip," 
returning  from  Eafl:  India  ;  eafily  overcoming  it.  And  the 
feafaring  men  on  both  fides  (being  generally  of  fuperftitious 
minds),  in  regard  of  the  name  "  Philip  "  interpreted  it  as 
prefaging  fome  difafter  to  the  King  of  Spain.  The  chirur- 
geons  be  wont  to  make  a  little  tent  ere  they  operate  on  a 
large  fore  !  So  gainful  was  this  expedition,  that  befides  the 
enriching  all  thofe  engaged  therein,  and  cheering  our 
failors  by  the  ready  conqueft  of  thofe  terrific  caftel-like 
fnips  which  before  they  had  feared,  her  Grace  herfelf 
hath  refolved  on  trafficking  adventures  ;  ordaining  a  com- 
pany of  Eafl  India  Merchants  to  be  formed  forthwith. 
This,  however,  by  the  way. 

And  now  the  Queen  herfelf,  who,  in  difcerning  men's 
minds,  was  of  moil  fliarp  judgment,  and  ever  mofl:  happy, 
affigned  to  every  office  by  name  the  beft  men.  The  charge 
of  the  whole  of  her  fleet  fhe  committed  to  Charles  Howard 
of  Effingham,  Lord  Admiral  of  England,  whom  flie  knew 
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both  by  his  moderation  and  indufliry,  fkill  and  providence, 
to  be  of  moft  authority  amongft  the  failors.  Him  fhe  fent 
to  the  Weft  parts,  where  Drake,  whom  Ihe  made  Vice- 
Admiral,  joined  him.  The  Lord  Henry  Seimore  jfhe  com- 
manded to  lie  upon  the  coafl  of  the  Low  Countries,  left  the 
Prince  of  Parma  fhould  attempt  a  landing  from  that  fide. 

For  land  fight  (as  it  had  been  arranged  in  King  Henry 
VIIL's  time,  the  French  threatening)  there  were  now 
difpofed  along  the  South  Coafts  fome  twenty  thoufand  men. 
Befides  thefe,  two  armies  were  levied,  the  one  of  moft 
choice  and  expert  foldiers,  confifting  of  a  thoufand  horfe 
under  EfTex  (whom  flie  now  named  of  that  moft  noble 
order  the  Garter),  and  twenty-two  thoufand  foot,  under 
the  command  of  the  Earl  of  Leicefter ;  encamping  at 
Tilbury,  not  far  from  the  Thames  his  mouth.  The  other, 
under  the  leading  of  my  Lord  of  Hunfdon  (her  Grace's 
kinfman),  had  thirty-four  thoufand  foot  and  two  thoufand 
horfe,  to  guard  (as  'twas  faid)  the  Qu^een's  perlbn.  And 
every  haven  and  fortrefs  on  the  feabord  was  fortified  and 
garrifoned  :  our  men  being  brought  back  from  Holland  for 
the  nonce,  and  they  were  experienced  foldiers  you  may  be 
fure,  having  already  faced  the  Enemy. 
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Now  there  was  a  great  colloquy  of  peace  in  the  mean 
time  :  Propofitions  on  either  part,  and  the  Anfwers  of  the 
other.  Speeches  of  CommifTioners,  and  Expoftulatlons  of 
Envoys.  Our  Queen,  doubtlefs,  willed  no  adverfary  fhould 
put  foot  on  Englidi  ground  :  to  that  end  fhe  prepared  her 
fleets  and  armies.  But  the  Spaniard  was  refolved  on 
a  defcent  upon  our  coafts — yea,  to  enter  the  Thames,  fire 
London,  fack  the  realm,  burn  the  heretics,  and  what  elfe  : 
All  his  proje6lions  of  peace,  therefore,  were  but  illufory 
fchemes  and  treacherous  baits.  'Twas  time  he  wanted  to 
bring  his  hoft  together,  and  his  plans  into  working.  He 
cared  for  peace  as  little  as  the  Bohemian  Tartars  yonder, 
or  the  Mufcovite  Saracens  !  But  the  Queen  was  'ware  of 
Philip — having  (as  you  may  remember)  had  fome  amorous 
dalliance  with  her  fwart  brother-in-law  formerly,  whofe 
pi6i:ure  11:111  hangs  in  her  Grace's  bed-clofet,  over  againfl: 
the  filver  crucifix — and  the  Spaniard  was  forced  to  fhew 
his  true  colours.  "  Saint  lago  for  Spain  !  "  was  their  cry. 
"  Saint  George  for  England !  "  we  fay. 

It  was  well  known  through  their  vagabond  boaftings 
how  that  the  Spanifh  fleet  was  of  one  hundred  and  thirty 
fail,  containing  between  foldiers,  failors,  and  galley-flaves, 
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little  fhort  of  thirty  thoufand  men  ;  and  having  on  board 
two  thoufcind  fix  hundred  and  thirty  pieces  of  great 
ordnance  ! 

On  the  twenty-ninth  of  May,  with  flags  flying,  this,  the 
greateft  Armado  the  world  remembers,  fet  fill  out  of  the 
river  Tayo.  Alas  (for  them),  to  return  (fcarfed  barks 
indeed  a  few)  no  more  !  It  was  fliortly  (by  the  vifitation 
of  God)  fcattered  afunder  ;  a  hideous  tempeft  overtaking  it, 
and  hardly  fufFering  it  to  meet  again,  fome  few  days  after, 
at  the  Groyne  and  other  harbours  near  there.  A  fitting 
Prologue,  truly!  'Twas  three  months  later  ere  they  raifed 
anchor  again,  and  then  there  were  calms  and  contrary 
winds,  as  is  ufual  in  our  narrow  feas  ;  but,  by  one  way  or 
another,  at  length  they  drifted  near  the  Lizzard,  and  so 
gat  fight  of  England.  With  what  fingular  alacrity  and 
admirable  diligence  our  fleet  was  towed  into  the  Deep  ! 

"  The  next  day,"  as  William  told  his  father,  "  we  defcried 
the  Spanifh  fleet,  with  its  lofty  towers,  cafl:le4ike,  formed 
in  front  as  a  half-moon,  the  horns  fl:retching  forth  behind 
about  the  breadth  of  feven  miles  ;  failing  as  it  were  with 
labour  of  the  winds  and  groaning  of  the  ocean,  flowly, 
though  with  full  canvafs. 
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"  If  you  will  look  on  your  card  or  map  you  will  fee  how, 
the  Spaniard  coming  up  mid-channel,  we  along  under  our 
own  coaft,  the  wind  blowing  frefhly  from  the  north-wefl, 
it  was  eafy  enough  for  us  to  let  the  enemy  pafs ;  which, 
being  done,  we,  in  lighter  and  more  fail  failing  Ihips,  pur- 
fued  them  in  the  rere  with  a  fore-right  wind. 

"  Then  the  Lord  Admiral  of  England  rejoiced,  holding 
the  merry  flag  of  England  •,  and  fending  before  a  pinnace, 
called  the  Defiance^  denounced  war  by  difcharging  her 
ordnance.  And  prefently,  with  much  thundering  out  of  his 
own  fliip  (the  Ark  Royal) ^  he  firft  fet  upon  Alphonfo  de 
Leyva  his  fhip ;  foon  after,  we  with  our,  and  Hawkins 
and  Frobifher  with  their  ordnance,  played  upon  the  hind- 
moft  fquadron ;  and  fo  broke  the  enemy's  line  of  battle, 
putting  it  into  great  diforder.  The  Spaniard  was  fain  to 
hoift  more  fail,  holding  on  his  intended  courfe.  Neither 
could  he  do  any  other,  feeing  the  wind  favoured  us ; 
for  our  fhips  would  turn  with  incredible  celerity  which 
way  foever  we  would,  to  charge,  wend,  and  tack  about 
again." 

There  were  damaged  veflTels  of  the  enemy  in  Captain 
Drake's  hands  before  morning,  with  one  Don  Pedro  Valdez, 
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a  great  ranfom  it  was  hoped  ;  for  ftrange  tricks  had  been 
played  with  Ihip  lanthorns,  whereby  'twas  impoiTible  for 
thofe  not  in  the  fecret  to  know  friend  from  foe.  And  diis 
fort  of  fkirmiihing  (in  rough  water  and  fmooth)  continuing 
feveral  days,  the  Admiral  lent  home  for  more  fhot  and 
powder  (Her  Grace  being  very  fcrupulous  in  the  providing 
munitions),  making  Knights  in  the  mean  time,  to  wit,  my 
Lord  Thomas  and  the  Lord  Sheffield,  one  Roger  Townfend, 
and  Captains  John  Hawkins  and  Martin  Frobifher,  whofe 
worthy  names  be  now  in  every  man's  mouth. 

"  And  there  were  many  noblemen  and  gentlemen  who 
joined  us  for  paftime.  Sir  Walter  Ralegh  being  amongft 
them.  But  the  Queen  would  not  fuffer  EfTex  to  leave  her 
fide.  'Twas  no  fmall  trial  of  his  temper,  fir  :  for  he  told 
her  refolutely  to  the  face  he  could  be  as  well  content  to 
ferve  her  privately  in  the  field  or  at  fea,  as  to  hold  any  office 
of  the  Court  on  fuch  hard  conditions.  He  went  off  to  the 
camp,  however,  in  fpite  of  her  Majefty,  as  it  was  reported." 

And  now  the  Spanifh  fleet  cometh  to  anchor  before  Calys  \ 
being  warned  by  the  pilots  that,  if  they  proceeded  any  far- 
ther, it  was  to  be  feared  leaft  they  fhould  be  driven  by  force 
of  the  tide  into  the  North  Ocean.     So  they  fent  to  the 
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Netherlands  for  help  from  the  Duke  of  Parma ;  the  Eng- 
lifh  being  within  cannon-fhot,  and  their  own  veflels  too 
heavy  and  cumbrous  to  move  in  thofe  narrow  feas. 

"  But  the  Duke,  he  being  unready  (as  many  like  called  upon 
be),  could  not  come.  His  flat-bottomed  boats  for  the  fhal- 
low  channels  leaked,  his  provifion  of  victuals  was  mouldy, 
or  not  gotten  together,  the  fhot  did  not  fit  his  cannon,  nor 
their  carriages  fuit  the  guns  ;  and  his  failors,  having  been 
ftayed  hitherto  againfl  their  wills,  had  now  withdrawn 
themfelves  by  their  own  confent."     So  Tarleton  laid. 

So  long  as  our  wife  and  gentle  Lady,  EUzabeth,  fhall 
rule  thefe  countries,  'tis  not  to  be  feared  fuch  unreadinefs 
will  be  found  on  our  part  !  The  danger,  haply,  with  us, 
being  more  through  the  cupidity  of  undertakers  and  fchem- 
ing  projectors,  who  fhall,  in  providing  for  the  war,  ufe  un- 
feemly  bifcuit  and  impotent  munition,  to  the  robbery  of 
her  Grace's  Exchequer,  and  the  manifeft  ruin  of  their  own 
kinsfolk  and  countrymen.  But  woe  to  thefe  enemy- 
patriots,  thefe  fubjeift  foes,  thefe  leafing  lieges,  thefe 
Judafeb  o'  the  ffate-bag,  an  her  Majefly  catch  hold  of 
'em! 

Tis  a  conception  of  her  own.     By  the   Queen's   com- 
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mandment,  eight  crazy  fhips,  befmeared  with  wildfire, 
pitch,  and  refin,  and  filled  with  brimftone  and  other  com- 
buftible  matter,  are  fent  down  the  wind  in  the  dead  of  the 
night  into  the  very  bowels  of  the  Spanifh  fleet !  'Twas 
the  moft  terrific  objecf  ever  feen  ! — the  moft  awful  cholic 
ever  felt !  Which,  when  the  Don  efpies  approaching  (the 
whole  fea  being  light  with  the  flame  thereof),  fuppofing 
that  thofe  incendiary  vcffels,  befides  the  danger  of  the  fire, 
were  alfo  provided  of  deadly  engines  and  murtherous  inven- 
tions (fuch  as  his  own  heart  delighted  in,  for  he  had 
many  torturing  implements  on  board),  raifeth  a  pityful  cry, 
«  Weigh  anchors ! "  "  Cut  cables ! "  "  Up  fails ! "  Out  oars ! " 
In  a  terrible  panic  fear,  with  great  hafl:e  and  confufion,  all 
put  to  fei.  Some  wear  on  to  the  land  at  Calys,  ground- 
ing thereon  •,  fome  get  entangled  together  and  fink,  ilill 
fl:ruggling ;  fome  fall  foul  of  the  fire-fiiips,  adding  to  the 
mifchief  in  their  own  conflagration.  Others  are  blown 
here  and  there ;  up  and  down,  and  acrofs  the  Channel : 
mere  lobbing  wracks,  for  neither  fails  nor  rudders  v/ere 
cared  for  in  the  dread  terror  of  that  fearful  night.  All 
was  diforder  and  frii^ht ! 

o 

'Twas    a   vain  attempt,    though  daring  enough   of  the 
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Spanifh  Admiral,  to  venture  home  round  by  the  North  Sea  ! 
But  when  men  quit  a  fmking  fhip  they  muft  need  float  on 
any  ftray  fpar,  or  go  at  once  to  the  bottom  :  and,  with  a 
Fear  behind  'em,  folk  heed  no  precipice  ! 

Wherefore,  with  a  fhattered  relic  of  that  great  Armado, 
poor  provifions,  wounded  men,  difabled  hulks,  rent  fails, 
exhaufted  munitions,  they  hardly  pafTed  over  the  Godwin 
Sands,  and  fo  into  the  deep,  diredling  their  courfe  north- 
ward •,  the  Englifh  fleet  having  them  fl:ill  in  chafe :  againfl: 
which,  now  and  then,  they  bravely  turned,  loath  to  part 
without  an  Amen  fliot,  as  who  fliould  fiy,  "  I'm  not  dead 
yet!" 
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CHAPTER  VIIL 


**  No  man  is  valianter  by  being  angry ^ 
But  he  that  could  not  valiant  be  ivithGut." 

The  New  Inn,  aft  iv.  fc.  iii. 

UEEN  Elizabeth  eat  a  Goofe  on  St.  Michael  his 
day,  and  commanded  public  rejoicings  and 
prayers  and  thankfgivings  to  be  ufed  through- 
out all  the  Churches  of  England ;  She,  herfelf,  going 
as  it  were  in  triumph,  with  a  very  gallant  train  of 
noblemen,  tlirough  the  ftreets  of  London,  the  walls 
hung  with  blue  cloth,  the  Guilds  of  the  city  com- 
panies ftanding  on  both  fides,  with  their  banners  in 
goodly  order ;  their  faces  new  fhorn  and  clean,  their  beft 
hofen,  and  here  and  there  a  new  coat  on.  Her  Majefly 
fate  in  a  chariot  drawn  by  two  horfes  :  the  like  had  not 
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heretofore  been  feen  or  attempted.  When  fhe  reached  St. 
Paul's  (where  the  banners  taken  from  the  enemy  had  been 
Ikilfully  hung  forth  by  Mailer  Camden,  to  the  great  delight 
of  Sir  Thomas),  England — in  her  perfon — gave  thanks 
humbly  to  God ;  liflenlng  carefully  to  a  difcreet  and 
orderly  fermon,  wherein  the  glory  was  given  to  Him  only  to 
whom  it  was  clearly  due.  She  repeating  to  herfelf  at  fun- 
dry  times,  after  a  mechanical  faihion,  Nofi  nobis,  dcmine  I 
No?i  nobis,  fed  tibi  ! 

And  there  were  divers  moneys  and  quoynes  ftamped  by 
her  Grace's  will  to  commemorate  this  great  victory  :  to  wit, 
fome  of  a  fleet  flying  with  full  fails,  with  this  infcription, 
<  Fe?iit,  viditj  fugit  I '  (thus,  you  will  fee,  figging  the 
thrafonical  Don  in  his  own  vein ;)  others  in  honour  of  the 
Queen,  with  incendiary  fliips  and  a  fleet  confufed,  after  a 
mofl:  natural  and  artificial  pattern. 

This  was  infcribed  '  Dux  fa^mina  facii ; '  fo  that  her 
Grace  might  at  leaft  fliare  the  glory  of  fo  great  a  fuccefs, 
albeit  ihe  knew  and  acknowleged  God  the  only  author  of 
it.  Sir  Thomas,  you  may  be  fure,  got  two  of  thefe  for 
William's  fake  -,  they  will  be  to  be  feen  at  Chenies  in  thne  to 
come. 


The  Queen  revieiveth  her  Troopes.  1 1  ^ 

And  in  truth  it  was  a  great  blow  to  the  Spaniard,  with 
very  little  lofs  to  ourfelves.  One  brave  Cock  in  a  fmall 
fhip  (in  honour  of  whom  Sir  Thomas  conceived  all  fmall  and 
heart-of-oak  boats  to  be  called )  vailed  to  the  enemy ; 
perifhing  with  all  his  crew  in  the  very  midfl  of  them,  like  a 
magnanimous  Cock  as  he  was  !  There  were  no  other  loITes  ; 
for  the  big  fhips'  guns  fhot  far  over  our  head,  faid  WilUam. 
But  what  difafters  fell  upon  that  vaft  Armado,  which  had 
been  full  three  years  a  building  ;  and  at  fuch  coft  of  treafure 
and  men  put  to  fea  !  After  it  had  been  driven  round  about 
all  Britain,  Scotland,  the  Orcades,  and  Ireland,  moft  grie- 
voufly  tofTed  and  very  much  diftrefTed  and  wafted  by  ftorms, 
wrecks  and  all  kinds  of  miferies,  how  few  ever  ftruggled 
back  to  hide  their  dishonour  in  Spain  ! 

But  Her  Majefty,  who  knew  not  how  foon  the  Prince  of 
Parma  might  raife  a  power  and  come  acrofs  fea  (fome  of 
the  others  wending  back  perhaps),  with  a  manly  courage, 
fuch  as  became  fo  great  a  Queen  of  fo  great  a  nation  in  the 
like  juncfure,  took  view  of  her  Army  and  Camp  at  Tilbury 
Fort ;  walking  through  the  ranks  of  armed  men  placed  on 
both  fides,  with  a  Marfnal  or  a  Leader,  his  truncheon  in 
her    hand ;    fometimes   with    a    military   pace,  and  fome- 
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times  like  a  woman,  jftrangely  and  with  nice  affeftion  join- 
ing Mars  and  Venus  in  her  royal  perfon  !  'Tis  incredible 
how,  by  her  noble  gait  and  her  feminine  ways  combined, 
her  Grace  ftrengthens  the  hearts  of  her  Captains  and 
Soldiers  !  And  her  prefence  is  matched  by  her  fpeech,  as 
we  all  know ;  for  fhe  ftints  not  to  harangue  the  troops 
very  courageoufly.  On  the  continent  it  had  been  noifed 
that  England  had  been  taken  ;  and  was  even  now  walking 
barefoot,  like  a  penitent,  over  the  Alps,  on  her  way  to 
Rome.     You  fee  'twas  not  fo.     Nay  !  nor  ever  fhall  be. 

The  Univerfity  of  Oxford,  which,  when  a  mean  man 
Cometh  ailcing  for  learning,  requireth  at  his  hands  large 
fums  of  gold,  is  ever  ready  to  clothe  with  its  honours  thofe 
already  great  (and  that  gratuitoufly).  It  now  finds  my 
Lord  of  EfTex  fo  favourably  inward  with  the  Queen,  that 
(in  its  conceit)  'twill  be  well  to  have  fuch  a  friend  at  Court 
as  he  •,  who,  to  do  him  juflice,  is  a  good  fcholar  and  poet ; 
ranked  by  his  lovers  as  the  befl:  of  the  nobility.  What 
more  ? 

But  though  they  make  him  Mafter  of  Arts  (as  a  il:ep 
to  't),  what  boot  ?  He  was  that  erewhile ;  and  of  the 
filler  fchool. 
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Her  Majeily,  however,  hath  her  will ;  and  they  bow 
to  it ;  as  do  the  gentlemen  cognate  of  the  long  frippery  at 
Weftminfter  ;  for,  lo  !  Sir  X.  Hatton,  Kjiight,  Vice  Cham- 
berlain, is  your  Chancellor,  O  reverend  Doctors  !  And 
you  need  not  deride  us,  O  learned  Brethren  o'  the  Robe  ! 
for  he  fitteth  (and  gracefully  enough)  in  your  Court  of 
Chancery  as  Lord  over  you  alfo. 

Now  the  Queen  had  ftruck  a  chord  in  the  heart  of  her 
people  which  ever  vibrates  in  England  !  To  her  wifdom 
and  valour  all  cheerfully  acknowledged  the  late  fuccefles. 
The  Papifts  were  awed,  the  occupation  of  Confpirators  was 
gone  !  'Twas  iliill  "  the  Queen  "  and  "  good  Queen  Befs  !  " 
Even  thofe  who  had  felt  their  hearts  burn  within  them  at 
the  indignity  to  this  nation  of  facrificing  Mary  to  the 
wretched  poHcy  and  moral  cowardice  of  a  turbulent  fa6lion, 
were  beginning  to  forget  that  fuch  things  had  been.  Hath 
fhe  redeemed  the  time  ? 

Strange,  the  victory  God  gave  for  his  own  purposes, 
fhould  blot  out  thofe  fuis  which  had  deferved,  on  our  part, 
as  fignal  an  overthrow  ! 

But  her    Grace  is  fo  loved  now,  fhe   may  a6t  as  plea- 
antly  as  fhe  will.     The  Lawyers  grumble,  Tarleton  jefls. 
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The  Divines  fubmit,  EfTex  is  furious  j  fcolding  royally  that 
royal  Lady  who,  being  the  fountain  of  all  honour  in  this 
realm,  prefles  him  to  a  place  lefs  fonorous,  perhaps,  but 
more  according  with  her  own  humour  than  at  this  moment 
he  reliiheth.  We  are  flrange  creatures.  The  young 
Earl  prefently  grew  enamoured  of  his  chains  !  and  if  one 
fliould  offer  to  relieve  him  but  of  a  part  of  their  weight,  you 
fliould  fee  him  angered  indeed. 

He  is  now  a  Knight  of  the  Garter,  as  is  Sir  Xopher : 
R.  Tarleton  faid,  "  o'  th'  fmock  !"  as  by  way  of  error  in 
apprehenfion.  My  lord  faid  the  jefler  fhould  be  whipped 
if  he  knew  not  manners.  The  fool  replied,  "  with  her 
Grace's  lace  tags ! "  and  fo  ran  out  o'door,  where  he  told  one 
he  might  jump  on  my  Lord  Treafurer's  back  an  he  willed  ; 
but  for  the  Earl  of  EfTex  he  dared  not  come  near  his  toe. 
Prefently  (my  lord  chafing,  as  was  his  wont,  at  the  fool's 
bolt)  goeth  by  Sir  Charles  Blount,  fon  to  my  Lord 
Mountjoye.  The  youth  was  comely,  and  had  pleafed  the 
Queen  by  his  exploits  in  the  tilt-yard.  She  looking  on  (as 
was  her  part,  conceiving  herfelf  the  Queen  of  beauty — for 
fo  the  Court  Poets  praife  her),  fent  him  a  Toy  :  to  wit,  a 
chefs   queen,  curioully  worked  in  gold,  richly  enamelled. 


EJjex  mijhehaveth  about  a  Toy.  Up 

This  he  faflened  on  his  arm  with  a  crimfon  ribbon,  being 
(as  he  conceived)  a  lady's  favour,  and  that  the  higheft. 

Sir  Thomas  was  flrong  on  the  point ;  "  Blount  was  right, 
according  to  the  book  of  honour  and  arms,  as  well  as  the 
liberty  of  a  gentleman.  Why  fhould  he  not  wear  his 
favour  withouten  let  ?  An  one  get  her  Grace's  favour, 
happy  be  his  dole  ! "  EflTex,  however,  paiTmg  through  the 
Antechamber  (as  who  fhould  fay  out  of  forts),  obferveth 
Sir  Charles  with  his  cloak  thrown  back  from  his  arm,  the 
better  to  difplay  his  new  jewel. 

"  What  order  o' Knighthood  is  that?"  quoth  my  lord. 
One  taking  upon  him  to  explain  (Blount  having  moved  on), 
"  Now,"  says  he,  "  I  perceive  every  fool  mufl  wear  a 
favour  ! " 

"  Fie,  fie  !  my  lord,"  faid  one.  But  fome  pickthanks 
mifchief-maker  told  the  matter  to  Blount,  who  at  once  put 
the  quarrel  on  the  fv/ord's  point,  falling  in  with  that  per- 
nicious and  wicked  fafhion  of  fighting  a  duel  with  a  rapier 
called  a  tuche.  Efiex  was  (and,  as  Sir  Thomas  faid  again, 
righteoufly)  thruil:  in  the  thigh  and  difarmed  prefently,  lying 
awhile  in  Marylebone  Park;  but  'Zekiel,  having  brought 
him  home,  {launched  the  blood  foon,  and  fo  he  recovered. 
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"  By  God's  death ! "  quoth  Elizabeth,  "  it  were  fitting 
fome  one  fhould  take  him  down,  and  teach  him  better 
manners,  or  there  were  no  rule  with  him." 

Secretly,  however,  the  Woman  was  pleafed  that  thefe 
young  cavaliers  had  drawn  fwords  in  fo  gentle  and  merito- 
rious a  quarrel,  where  both  were  fired  with  a  paffion  for 
her  royal  perfon.  Tv/o  of  fuch  unity  of  tafte  (albeit 
fighting  on  it)  fliould  not  be  at  odds.  (You  remember  her 
Grace  would  have  no  fhades  in  her  pifture!)  And  when 
ftie  reprimanded  both,  fhe  ordered  them  to  honour  one 
another ;  which  accordingly,  as  good  fubjedls  and  faithful 
fervitors  and  knights  to  fo  beauteous  and  gracious  a  Queen, 
they  incontinently  did.  Ever  after  much  aiFe6ling  each 
other,  as  old  enemies  will. 

Now  departed  this  life  the  great  Earl  of  Leicefler 
(fuddenly,  and  not  without  fufpicion  of  poifon;  having  had, 
as  the  faying  went,  an  ill  drench.)  You  will  not  care  to 
hear  more  of  him.  Unlefs  her  Majefty,  none  feemed  to 
regret  one  who  had  been  mightieft,  next  herfelf.  '  Sic  tranfit 
gloria  mundi  I '  Openly,  in  his  lifetimxe,  he  was  accounted 
in  the  number  of  commendable  men  ♦,  but  privily  then,  and 
publicly  enough  now,  he  was  and  is  ill  fpoken  of  by  the 
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moft  fort.  And  if  there  be  any  grief  for  her  fweet  Robin 
in  the  royal  breaft,  'tis  belike  for  this  caufe  :  to  wit,  the 
Earl  died  indebted  to  the  Exchequer  ;  and  therefore,  without 
fcruple,  you  fhall  fee  his  goods  diilrained  forthwith. 

One,  our  young  Lord,  profits  by  this  nobleman's  deceafe, 
for  the  great  houfe  in  the  Strand  is  willed  to  him ;  and  the 
Countefs,  now  twice  a  widow,  will  fhortly  confole  herfelf, 
for  Sir  Chriflopher  Blount  (her  late  huiband's  equerry,  with 
whom  llie  is  now  flaying  in  her  own  houfe  at  Wanflead), 
offers  her  an  opportunity  for  a  third  wedlock  forthwith  ! 
You  fhall  learn  that  in  thefe  days  the  luidoiv  hath  more 
chances  of  marriage  than  moft  virg'uis ;  for,  not  to  fpeak  of 
her  experience  in  the  bufuiefs  of  courtfhip,  making  it  eafy 
to  the  bafhful  or  difficult  to  the  adventurous,  and  fuch 
fecret  devices  of  the  enemy  as  occafion  fhall  diftate,  the 
effecl  of  a  jointure  or  two,  in  an  age  of  pomp  and  extrava- 
gance, is  peremptory  and  fure. 

Now,  when  certain  men  in  buff  jerkins  (being  the  fhrieve^s 
officers)  came,  on  her  Majefly's  part,  to  take  inventories 
and  put  on  feal  to  her  Grace's  ufe  of  the  effefts  of  the  late 
Earl ;  Effiex,  happening  to  be  prefent  in  a  privy  chamber, 
took  exception  to  letters,  parchments,  and  fuchlike  going 
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in  the  catalogue  of  items.  The  which  thefe  men  allowing, 
he  opened  a  packet  (as  people  will  at  fuch  times)  heedlefsly; 
but  as  there  were  names  that  he  well  knew,  and  a  familiar 
place  written  in  them,  he  carried  the  packet  afide,  refolvlng 
to  read  it  when  alone. 

'Twas  the  half  of  a  correfpondence  between  my  Lord's 
attorney  and  the  Earl  •,  and  thefe  were  Maffer  Lawyer's 
writings,  as  it  feemed ;  for,  though  one  was  figned,  the 
others  had  but  a  chirograph  or  mark. 

The  firft  (coming  from  Graye's  Inn),  after  profeffing 
honour,  fervlce,  and  fo  forth,  to  fo  great  and  good  a  prince 
and  peer,  humbly  prayed  to  be  excufed  in  the  matter  in 
hand. 

The  fecond  was  on  this  wife, — 

"  Moil:  noble  !  my  moil  fmgular  good  Lord  the  Earl  of 
Leicefler,  K.G.,  Mafter  of  the  Horfe,  &c.,  Thefe  :— May  it 
pleafe  your  Excellency,  my  moft  humble  duty  remembered, 
I  have,  fnice  the  receipt  of  your  Lordlhlp's  urgent  command, 
held  converfe  with  thofe  have  put  me  on  the  track  to  do 
your  lordihip's  pleafure  in  that  you  wot  of ;  which,  if  I  fail 
in,  blame  as  your  lordfhlp  fliall  find  occafion.     '  There  be 
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thofe/  Mafler  Francis  faith,  « will  fhow  more  fervice  to  my 
Lord  than  I.  None,'  quoth  he,  *  if  his  Lordfliip  will  fo  con- 
ceit of  me,  fo  ready  to  aft  in  my  ability/ 

"  Commending  myfelf  and  my  humble  endeavours  to 
your  Lordfhip's  mofl  favourable  judgment,  this  1 9th  day  of 
July,  1585. 

"Poftfcript. — I  had  fpoken,  but  that  my  Lord  was  at 
Court  i'  the  privy  chamber  (as  I  was  told) ;  fo  mufl  now 
trufl  that  to  paper  had  befl  be  kept  fecret." 

And  the  third  letter  was  writ  from  Buckingham,  It 
laid  roundly,  that  what  was  to  be  done  had  been  done  •,  and 
likewife  craved  his  Excellency's  mofl  favourable  judgment ; 
having  "  hajle^  poji  hafte,''  on  the  cover  of  it. 

And  EfTex,  he  began  to  fet  his  houfe  in  order  after  his 
own  humour  (as  is  the  way  of  young  men  with  new  pof- 
feffions)  ;  and  he  called  it  after  his  own  name,  "  EfTex 
Houfe,"  in  the  Strand,  as  it  is  to  this  day.  But  he  felt 
lonely,  returning  to  it  even  at  fuch  hours  as  'Zekiel  had 
complained  of. 

So  he  bethought  him  of  taking  a  Wife.  And,  as  he 
confidered,  his  choice  fell  upon  Frances,  the  widow  of  his 
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dear  Sidney.  He  had  known  her  fo  long  and  fo  well, 
that  it  was  no  pafTage  from  his  admiration  to  his  affeftion. 
And  he  did  pity  her  fo  heartily  for  her  forrow,  that  there 
was  little  fpace  to  be  overcome  between  his  condolence  and 
his  love. 

So  he  went  by  water  up  to  Barne  Elms,  where  Sir 
Francis  Walfmgham  then  lay,  grievoufly  tormented  with  a 
Houghing  eye.  But  our  3^oung  Lord,  his  bufmefs  was  with 
Dame  Frances.  And  fhort  work  he  made  of  it;  for  he 
faid,  "  Wilt  have  an  honeft  fellow  to  thy  hufband,  Frank  ? " 
And  Ihe,  knowing  whom  he  meant,  faid,  "  An  he  be 
worthy  to  hold  Philip's  place  in  my  heart  !"  EfTex  felt 
abafhed.  But  his  was  a  ready  wit,  or  he  would  not  fo 
pleafe  the  ladies  as  'tis  faid  he  doth.  "  Truly,  no,"  quoth 
he ;  "  but,  fmce  he  is  gone,  the  next  man  fhould  be  his 
friend  !"  And  fo  they  kiffed  each  other  kindly,  for  each 
had  a  long  while  thought  of  this  matter,  not  fpeaking  for 
very  certainty.  And  they  had  the  child  in,  and  the  little 
Befs  (named  after  our  gracious  lady)  fat  on  the  knee  of  her 
Stepfather  Ele6f ,  and  they  were  very  happy  awhile. 

Then  ElTex  fpake  with  the  old  man,  who  had  now  no 
plots  on  hand,  for  all  was  ftill  awhile  j  but  he  lay  lamenting 


Sir  Francis  nmetidefh.  125 

his  fore,  and  dieting  himfelf  accordingly.  They  fpake  of 
the  bufinefs  in  hand  :  and  the  Secretary  was  not  a  man 
to  objeft  that  the  youth  was  an  Earl,  nor  was  he  bafe  to 
look  for  richer  matches.  He  was  cautious,  however,  and 
farfeeing ;  fo  he  fpake  of  the  Qiaeen,  how  fhe  liked  not 
married  men  about  her,  and  how  fhe  would  furely  take 
offence  at  fuch  an  alliance  as  with  his  humble  houfe. 
To  this  effeft  they  talked. 

And  EfTex  told  him  of  the  letters  which  were  in  the 
Earl  of  Leicefter's  fecret  place,  fhewing  him  that  there  was 
fome  myftery  about  them.  Then  Sir  Francis  Walfmgham 
was  himfelf  again,  feeing  that  there  was  fomewhat  to 
unravel,  and  twift,  and  tie,  and  pick.  And  fo  his  fpirit 
revived !  ' 


CHAPTER  IX. 

''  Marjhal,  demand  of  yonder  champion 
The  caiife  of  his  arrival  here  in  arms^ 

K.  RicHAR-D  II.,  a6l.  I.  {q..  III. 


Ton  ANTONIO,  pretending  to  be  King  of 
Portingale,  of  which  he  hath  been  difTeized  by 
the  rapacious  Philip,  comes  to  Coart  for  help. 
Queen  Elizabeth  denyeth  to  enter  that  quarrel :  for  'tis  a 
contemptible  thing  to  meddle  in  the  affairs  of  fmall  States 
who  cannot  right  themfelves  !  However,  fmce  it  will 
harry  the  Spaniard  (her  brother-in-law),  flie  fubfcribes  fome 
money  \  giving  leave  alfo  (as  having  no  occafion  at  home 
for  them)  to  all  fpirituous  cavaliers  fo  lifting  to  rifle  them- 
felves in  that  adventure. 

It  was  a  fcheme,  this,  mofl  notable  ;  for,  befide  that  the 
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faid  Don  was  bafe-born  and  a  Prior,  he  had  leagued  with 
him  Muley  Hamet,  King  of  Morocco,  a  Turke  and  Bar- 
barian. And  one  Lazarus  Melchefio,  coming  (with  falfe 
palTports)  out  of  Danemark  on  a  pilgrimage  to  Compof- 
tella. 

But  you  fhall  not  find  our  great  captain,  whom  the  boys 
call  "  Fire  Drake,"  and  Sir  John  Norreys,  and  fuch  men, 
caring  for  Jew,  Turk,  nor  yet  Pagan  !  And,  the  armies 
being  difbanded,  there  be  brave  men  for  any  piece  of  dar- 
ing, as  well  as  wandering  rogues  fit  for  every  robbery  and 
mifchief. 

A  fleet  was  rigged,  manned,  and  armed  prefently :  for 
no  time  is  wafled  when  men  be  at  their  own  coft  and 
charges,  however  they  delay  in  the  Queen's  affair  :  and  in 
truth  thefe  gallant  fellows  were  impatient  to  ftrike  another 
blow  at  the  old  enemy.  Others  thought  of  revenge,  per- 
haps :  many  of  plunder  only :  furely  fome  of  fuccouring 
a  diftrefTed  Prince,  who  had  been  elefted  by  a  popular 
acclamation  (after  the  manner  of  the  free  nations  of  old). 

It  was  fo  congenial  with  Philip  Sidney's  idea  of  liberty 
and  what  was  right,  and  fo  fraught  with  the  fpirit  of  ro- 
mantic chivalry  which  EfTex  had  imbibed,  through  the  ex- 
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ample  of  Sir  Thomas   and  the  teaching  of  poetry,  that  he 
would  fain  be  off  with  them  to  fea. 

But  when  fhe  would  not  hcenfe  him  to  go  with  my  Lord 
Effingham  what  time  great  glory  was  to  be  gotten,  'twas 
vain  to  hope  her  Grace's  folicitude  would  fufFer  her  dear 
favourite  to  embark  in  fuch  peril  as  a  piratical  and  defperate 
defcent  on  a  foreign  and  hoftile  fhore. 

So  my  Lord,  defiring  his  brother-in-law,  Rich,  to  ilay 
in  his  lodging  and  he  would  come  to  fupper  (intending 
nothing  lefs)  :  with  one  Reynolds  a  gentleman  of  his  cham- 
ber, and  'Zekiel,  and  another  that  kept  his  hunting  nags, 
took  horfe  (Walter  Devereux  and  three  Knights  being  with 
him).  It  was  on  Thurfday  eve  they  fecretly  ftarted :  and, 
riding  night  and  day,  they  reached  Plymouth,  fomie  two 
hundred  and  twenty  miles,  ere  daylight  on  Saturday.  The 
pofts  had  been  previoully  laid,  and  the  horfes  were  ready 
and  ferviceable,  or  it  could  not  have  been  done  fo  haffcily. 
And  the  horfe-keeper  returning  (after  the  firfl  flage  of 
that  journey,  which  was  not  lefs  than  eighty-eight  miles) 
with  my  Lord's  own  beafts,  brought  my  Lord  Rich  a  pofl 
and  the  keys  of  his  deil<c,  wherein  were  letters  above  forty : 
to  wit,  to  the  Queen,  the  Council,  and  others  j  fhewing  his 
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valiant  refolution  not  to  be  flayed  by  any  commandment 
excepting  death :  "  nor  would  he  flop  two  hours  afhore," 
faid  he,  "  howfoever  the  wind  :  for  if  it  were  contrary  he 
would  drag  out  the  pinnace  that  was  left  for  him." 

You  may  be  fure  her  Grace  waxed  wroth  at  this  efcape 
of  her  loved  EfTex.  For  fhe  fent  old  Eoiollys  and  my  Lord 
Huntingdon  after  him,  writing  letters  to  the  Admirals 
requiring  their  inflant  capture  of  the  fugitive.  Captain 
Drake,  though  he  avowed  that  'twould  be  more  available 
to  him  to  have  the  Earl,  his  friend,  at  Court,  than  fo  hot 
and  inexperienced  a  youth  in  fo  perilous  and  nice  an  expe- 
dition, did  furely  compafs  the  embarkment  of  my  Lord,  as 
did  another  her  Grace  knew  not  of:  for  EfTex  made  his 
way,  fome  how  or  other,  down  to  Falmouth,  and  had  got- 
ten himfelf  aboard  one  of  the  fineft  fhips  in  the  Navy, 
which  had  (fomehow)  anchored  off  that  haven.  And 
who,  think  you,  but  William  Cheney,  fent  thofe  pofls  to 
my  Lord,  of  which  good  Antony  Ipake  ?  And  who  elfe 
ordered  the  horfes  on  the  road  ? 

Still  her  Majefly  would  not  refl.  "  If  EfTex  be  now 
come  into  the  company  of  the  fleet,"  fhe  wrote,  "  we 
ftraightly  charge  you  that,  all  dilatory  excufe  fet  apart,  you 
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do  forthwith  caufe  him  to  be  fent  hither  in  fafe  manner ; 
which,  if  you  do  not,  you  iliall  look  to  anfwer  for  the 
fame  to  your  fmart.  For  thefe  be  no  childiih  actions  nor 
matters  wherein  you  are  to  deal  by  cunning  of  devices  ; 
feeking  evafions,  as  the  cuftom  of  lawyers  is  •,  neither  will 
we  be  fo  fatisfied  at  yonr  hand.  Therefore,  confider  well 
of  your  doings  herein  ! " 

But  the  adventurous  Fire-Drake  braved  her  Grace's  fury 
as  he  had  dared  Philip's  fea  FortrefTes,  and  the  boifterous 
tornadoes  of  the  Weftern  Main,  and  England  was  con- 
flrained  to  be  content  a  while. 

Much  damage  did  this  fleet  do  all  along  the  enemy's 
coall:  5  taking,  as  ufual,  immenfe  treafure  from  the  Spaniard, 
and  about  fixty  hulks  belonging  to  the  Hanfe  Towns,  laden 
with  wheat  and  all  manner  of  provifion  for  (hipping,  to 
furnifh  (as  'twas  reported)  a  new  Armado,  which  fhould 
come  upon  us  from  the  other  fide.  And  fo,  whether  for 
plunder  or  for  glory,  on  they  fail.  They  reach  Penacha  in 
Portingale,  and  are  hot  for  an  affault.  But  the  fea  being 
much  troubled  (by  reafon  of  late  fl:orms),  the  boats  can 
fcarcely  live  in  thofe  waters,  EfFex  and  his  comrades  in  the 
iiril:  of  thefe  being  upfet ;  when  fome  twenty  of  them  fmk 
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and  are  drowned  (William  faving  one  or  two  with  difficulty). 
You  ihould  have  feen  my  Lord  up  to  the  ihoulders  among 
the  billows,  his  axe  over  his  head,  ready,  as  it  were,  to 
battle  with  the  waves  themfelves  !  He  was  the  firft  man  to 
fet  his  foot  afhore,  as  he  had  been  the  firfl:  to  begin  the  fray 
at  Zutphen.  '  Aut  Ccesar  aut  Nullus ; '  an  he  be  not  the 
firft  he  is  ill  content  every  where  !  You  might  have  heard 
him  from  a  long  way  off  Ihouting  "  Saint  George ! " 
"  England  !  "  The  cowardly  knaves  fled  at  very  fight  of 
him.  Yet  'twas  a  bloodlefs  victory,  and  without  honour 
to  us  as  it  was  with  much  fhame  to  them.  Nor  was  the 
refl  of  the  campaign  a  whit  more  glorious.  Profitable,  no 
doubt,  to  Sir  Francis  Drake  and  fuch  veteran  warriors  ;  but 
what  careth  the  generous  youth,  poor  though  he  be,  for 
fpoil  ?  Oh,  her  Grace's  vain  pretext !  He  who  caft  out 
his  own  baggage  that  the  fick  and  footfore  fhall  ride  in  his 
carriage  may  make  a  good  General,  but  he  is  a  bad  Pirate, 
eh  ?  Yet  would  Eflex  (in  Sir  Thomas  his  vein)  give  them 
a  tafte  of  his  chivalrous  valour  and  defperate  ecflacy : 
"  Come  on  !  "  quoth  he,  when,  armed  capapie,  he  rode 
up  to  the  walls  of  Lifbon  ('Zekiel  at  his  foot,  William 
befide  him).     "  Come  on,  ye  bragging  Spaniards  !     ICnow 
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'tis  Robert  Devereux,  Lord  Ferrers  of  Chartley,  Vifcount 
Hereford  and  Earl  of  EfTex,  who,  for  the  honour  of  his 
Miflrefs  and  Sovereign  Lady,  Queen  Elizabeth,  will  break 
a  lance,  or  fight  it  a  I'outerance,  with  whomfoever  !  Come 
on ! "  And  fo,  brandifhing  it  freely,  and  with  a  gay 
menace,  he  thruft  his  pike  into  the  very  gate  of  the  town. 
But  the  gallants  within  (though  they  admired  his  fpirit) 
thought  it  fafer  to  court  their  ladies  with  amorous  difcourfes 
(tilting  with  lips,  as  the  faying  is),  than  to  have  their  loves 
written  in  their  hearts  with  the  point  of  my  Lord's  Eng- 
lifh  Ipear.  Na'th'lefs,  a  maunch  fnatched  from  fuch  an 
one  hath  come  into  the  Knight  of  Chenies  his  pofTeffion. 

And  it  was  this  gentle  and  puifTant  heroifm  (revealed  by 
one  to  her  Grace)  which  gained  his  peace  at  home,  albeit  a 
fierce  miffive  had  reached  him  full  of  indignation  and  dif- 
pleafure. 


CHAPTER  X. 

**  Some  Spirit  put  this  Paper  in  the  Packet 
To  blefs  your  Eye  luithalT 

King  Henry  VIII.j  aft.  iii.  fc.  ii. 


|0U  have  feen  a  flickering  link  flare  more 
brightly  juft  ere  it  goeth  out ;  and  fo,  when 
they  clamour  bells,  the  laft  peal  fliall  be  the 
loudefl.  Sir  Francis  Walfmgham,  now  near  his  end,  waxeth 
very  brilliant  \  and  the  puff'  and  bruit  of  his  final  plot  con- 
foundeth  thofe  who  thought  his  faculties  extinft  and  his 
craft  for  ever  filenced. 

Haply  'tis  well  we  all  be  not  far  feers,  or  few  v/ould  be 
found  to  undertake  thofe  worthy  exploits  which  carry  along 
with  them  great  injuries.  Only  a  difeafed  regarding  of  our 
refponfibilities,  truly,  would  effeft  fo  great  a  ftoppage  in  the 
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affairs  of  life  !  Her  Majefty's  Chief  Secretary  his  ailment 
is  phyfical  and  in  the  eye  (a  fait  rheum) ;  not  a  fpiritual 
weaknefs  and  of  the  confcience.  For  the  rent  entrails  of 
traitors  have  no  kindred  in  his  bowels — mercy  having  no 
counterplots.  So  he  comforteth  his  anguifhed  and  dying 
body,  not  with  the  memory  of  pardoned  criminals,  but  in 
the  faith  that,  having  worked  well  for  his  Queen,  he  Ihall 
have  countenance  of  the  ICing  of  ICings  when  all's  done. 

But  this  by  the  way.  EfTex  had  no  need  (in  one  of 
thofe  forty  letters  he  left  in  his  defk)  to  remind  Sir  Francis 
of  thofe  myflerious  papers  he  left  with  him.  Abundantly 
did  they  encourage  his  (expectant)  father-in-law's  curiofity, 
raifmg  in  him  that  joy  and  alacrity  of  fpirit  which  he  had 
laid  afide  fmce  poor  Lord  Arundel  had  been  put  on  trial. 

Carefully  did  he  look  at  the  wonderful  chirograph. 
They  were  comm.on  to  his  eye,  thefe  marks,  cyphers,  and 
deceptions  flourifhes.  Yet  this  was  a  marvellous  thing  ! 
'Twas  as  of  a  horfeflioe,  quaintly  circumfcribed  at  the 
heels,  and  having  two  pens  (as  it  feemed)  placed  in 
faltire,  as  the  heralds  fay — (Andrew's  crofs  the  vulgar.) 
So  fimple  yet  fo  complicate  !  He  could  not  make  it  out 
yet !    Then  the  firil  of  thefe  letters  was  written  in  a  clerkly 


The  Chief  Secretary  taketh  counfel — of  himfelf.         135 

lawyer's  hand,  and  figned  plainly  enough  "  Oliver  Qmllet," 
a  name  reputably  known  in  Gray's  Inn  and  farther. 

Machiavell  himfelf  could  make  no  confpiracy  out  of  that  f 

Then  the  other  two  letters.  They  were  in  a  Court 
hand ;  on  a  different  paper,  writ  with  another  ink,  bearing 
the  chirograph :  a  date  of  time  on  one,  of  place  only  on 
the  other. 

The  problem  Sir  Francis  fet  himfelf  (after  due  refle<5lion) 
was  on  this  wife  : — 

"  Given  three  letters  found  in  one  packet  in  the  late  EarPs 
privy  chefl :  the  firft  faith,  '  Nay  ; '  the  fecond,  '  Ay  ; '  the 
third  implieth,  '  All's  well ! ' 

"  So  to  connect  thefe  writings  as  they  fliall  implicate  fome 
one  in  a  Plot. 

"  Now,"  faith  he  to  himfelf,  "  the  fecond  and  the  third 
have  an  agreement.  For  what  was  to  be  done  hath  been 
done  ;  fo  faith  the  third.  And  what  was  there  to  be  done 
— ^furely  the  matter  prornifed  in  the  fecond  ?  Go  to  !  But, 
though  it  might  be  fo — queftion,  is  it  fo  ?  Who  knoweth  ? 
Mailer  Francis  ?     Ha  !  who  is  Mafter  Fiancis  ? 

"  But  the  firfl  may  not  have  to  do  with  either  of  the 
others.     «  Ay  '  and  '  Nay '  be    contradictories  -,    the  firft 
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and  the  fecond  convene  not.  And  what  hath  Mr.  Quillet's 
letter  to  my  Lord  of  Leicefler  (whofe  eftates  lie  not  in  that 
county)  to  do  with  that  brief  miflive  from  Buckingham  .'' 

"  But  that  Chirograph  !  whofe  is  it  ?  " 

Some  while  pafled  over  as  Mafter  Secretary  thought  of 
thefe  things.  And  he  took  Philips  his  opinion  on  the 
handwriting  and  on  the  mark.  But  they  could  not  bring 
thefe  ends  into  a  good  twift.  "  EfTex  had  been  in  Buck- 
inghamfhire  !  Ha  ! "  And  off  went  the  old  man's  imagi- 
nation at  a  tangent  \  but  'twould  not  do,  he  mufl  try 
back.  For,  had  the  young  Earl  known  the  clue,  he  would 
not  have  put  it  to  fo  wife  a  Cretan. 

Thinking  of  old  times,  forrowfully,  for  he  grew  weak — 
daily  dieting  himfelf  and  ill  helped  of  the  chirurgeons — he 
bethought  him  of  the  glorious  progrefs  of  her  Grace  to 
Kennelworth,  when  the  Great  Earl  was  in  his  higheft 
hopes,  'Twas  the  moft  memorable  event  (apart  from  plots) 
he  wot  on.  He  remembered  how  that  proud  m.an  had  per- 
emptorily ordered  all  perfons  of  Eflate,  Knights,  Efquires, 
and  Gentlemen,  on  the  route,  that  they  fhould  wear  his 
liveries,  that  the  Queen  fhould  fee  how  much  he  was 
honoured.     And  the  filly  old  man  fmiled  \   thinking  how 
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pompoufly   the  Earl  had  lived  with  the  Princes    of   the 
world,  and  how  {lately  he  now  lay  with  the  worms  !     And 
he  conceited  his  own  milerable  cafe  to  be  yet  more  happy 
than  the  Earl's.     And  he  made  fome  moral  refle(Slions  on 
that  fubjeft  which  it  would  have  done  you  good  to  hear. 
Then,   as    his    mind   went   back   to  the  former  topic  (as 
fuch  things    happen),    he,  thinking  both  of  this  haughty 
difplay  of  my  Lord's  and  the  offence  it  gave  to  noble  men, 
fell  on  the  trail  at  Buckingham.     That  there  had  been 
Dukes   of  Buckingham   parloufly   prefumptuous,   though 
generous  in  defcent,  how  great  they  had  been  •,  yet  how- 
unfortunate  !    Then  did  it  pafs  through  his  wandering  fancy, 
that  "  Buckingham  "  was  the  date  of  one  of  thefe  letters  in 
hand  \  and  fo  his  mind  roUeth  back  on  the  pageantry,  how 
a  knight  angered  Leicefler  by  a  contumelious  difobedience 
in  that  matter.     'Twas  noifed  at  that  time,  and  my  Lord 
Treafurer  jocofely  told,  how  that  the  Efquire  of  Walter 
Earl  of  Eflex  had  faid,  "  His  coat-armour  was  elder  than 
my  Lord  of  Leicefter's  ;  and,  if  it  were  not,  he  would  die 
rather  than  honour  one  who  (in  his  opinion)  had  diflionoured 
his  late  dear  mafter  and  friend." 

Mailer  Secretary  thought  of  all  this  as  if  it  had  been 


138  The  Noble  Traytour, 


but  of  yeflerday ;  for,  once  on  the  track,  the  memory  will 
go  back,  perhaps,  more  eafily  a  long  journey  than  a  (hort ! 
Should  your  spur  ftrike  a  lazy  jade,  {he  will  make  a  great 
bound.  So  he  dwelled  on  this  ;  forgetting  for  the  nonce 
what  put  him  in  fuch  a  courfe. 

<'  So  the  Knight  angered  my  Lord  !  "  Burghley  had 
faid  fome  fourteen  years  agone  (th'  Treafurer  mainly  loving 
the  fcience  of  Heraldry,  being  tickled  at  it.)  "  He  angered 
him  into  a  very  fury ;  faying,  coram  populo,  that  the  only 
true  bearer  of  the  Blue  Lion  on  a  gold  field  was  the  Percy, 
as  heir  heraldically  of  Brabant :  and,  as  for  his  bi-furked 
tail  that  he  fo  vainly  flourifhed,  'twas  the  fpecial  bearing  of 
De  Montfort,  now  quartered  by  his  friend,  an  Efquire  of 
Hants  :  unlefs,  peradventure,  he  carried  the  *  queue  verf  from 
his  poor  wife  Robfart." 

And  prefently  through  thofe  cunning  pafTages  of  the 
brain,  which  even  your  Philofophers  have  not  travelled,  it 
peereth  into  Sir  Francis  his  mind  that  this  Knight,  fo  offend- 
ing my  Lord  of  Leicefter,  had  been  of  that  fhire,  Buck- 
ingham, returned  member  to  a  late  parliament.  It  beginneth 
to  dawn  on  him  that  the  Earl  of  Leicefter  (having  no 
other  calling  in  thofe  parts)  may  have  fent  fome  one  to  an 
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aft  of  revenge — yea,  bloody  revenge,  as  it  was  believed  he 
often  perpetrated. 

Still  this  was  no  lawyer's  bufinefs  ! 

At  length  Sir  Francis  fent  for  one  Trappe,  a  noted  intelli- 
gencer (as  you  may  know).  In  this  man's  face  'twas 
utterly  impoiTible  to  dete6l  a  line  or  fhade  that  would  ever 
inform  you  what  was  paffing  in  his  heart.  Only  his  eye 
was  not  very  fteady. 

"  Trappe,"  faith  the  Seeretary,  "  here  be  three  letters. 
You  fliall  difcover,  foon,  whether  thefe  two  be  by  the  fame 
hand  written  as  that  fignature.  Leaflways,  find  the  man 
who  fet  his  mark  to  thofe  two.  Let  me  know  who  is  this 
Mafler  Francis." 

Trappe  now  bowed  to  the  ground ;  afked  for  battel 
money ;  and,  getting  it,  departs.  (For  this  flatefman  was 
liberal  of  his  own  having,  though  of  his  Queen's  very  clofe.) 

To  crafty  talk  this  fellow  falling  (at  the  gate  of  EfTex- 
houfe — where,  as  you  remember,  the  papers  had  been 
difcovered),  he  findeth  one  Davy,  who  boafted  himfelf  to 
be  a  Bucks  man,  fervant  o'  the  body  to  William  Cheney, 
Efquire  (now  in  Portingale,)  fon  of  Sir  Thomas  Cheney  of 
Chenies  in  that  county,  Knight.     Trappe,  though  he  had 
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never  heard  of  Sir  Thomas,  conceited  his  worfhip  was 
dead  (fo  he  pretends).  "Nay,"  quoth  Davy,  "a's  i'  th' 
hoiife  !  " 

So  when  our  Knight  went  to  Barne  Elms,  a  while 
afterwards,  to  pay  his  refpedls,  like,  to  Dame  Frances  (of 
whofe  promifed  marriage  with  Eflex  he  had  been  adver- 
tifed),  he  was  not  a  little  amazed  that  Sir  Francis  Walfmg- 
ham  fhould  be  fo  courteous  to  one  poor  and  unknown  as 
himfelf,  as  it  were  merely  on  the  truft  of  a  young  man's 
love  and  reverence.  He  felt  little  eafe,  you  may  be  fure, 
ever  fufpefting  that  man — hating  his  policy.  But  when 
the  Secretary  came  to  fpeak  of  the  Blue  Lion  and  the 
bi-furked  tail,  afking  Sir  Thomas  his  opinion  of  my  Lord  of 
Leicefler's  right  to  bear  thofe  Arms,  then  the  good  Knight 
loft  all  conceit  of  his  jeopardy ;  and  fo  fairly  failed  out, 
with  a  full  gale  abaft,  into  a  very  whirlpool  of  heraldic  and 
genealogic  queftions. 

Sir  Thomas  was  a  man  not  m^uch  given  to  open  himfelf 
to  flrangers  ;  and  he  had  fome  unufual  fenfations  as,  in  one 
of  ElTex's  private  barges,  he  fell  down  the  ftream. 

Sir  Francis,  on  the  other  hand,  was  one  who,  while  you 
think  you  get  his  opinion,  takes  his  meafure  of  you. 
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Sir  Thomas'  objeftions  to  Puritamfm  and  Statecraft  were 
mitigated  by  the  zeft  with  which  the  Secretary  had  feemed 
to  throw  himfelf  into  the  cafe  of  or  and  argent^  and  azure 
and  vert. 

Sir  Francis  cared  nothing  for  Sir  Thomas  and  his  humor- 
ous vein,  but  had  found  out  this  much,  to  wit ;  that  he  who 
had  infulted  my  Lord  of  Leicefler  aforetime,  was  this  very 
Sir  Thomas  Cheney,  and  had,  foon  after  the  date  of  letter 
number  two,  been  ejefled  from  his  manors  and  advowfons 
in  Bucks,  and  this  the  letter  number  three,  dated  from  Buck- 
ingham, fortified.  "  What  was  to  be  done,"  he  argued, 
"  hath  been  done  !  "  The  disaffe6i:ed  ICnight  was  to  be 
punifhed  as  occafion  fhould  ferve  ;  and  my  Lord  of  Leicefler 
his  vengeance  was  fure  if  ilow. 

Any  tragedy  Mafter  Secretary  would  have  recognifed 
at  once  •,  but,  lo.  Sir  Thomas  was  alive  and  well  •,  the 
Earl  of  Leicefler  was  off  the  ftage  !  If  wrong  had  been 
done,  who  did  it  ?  and  to  whom  was  it  done  ?  Sir  Thomas 
fpake  of  none,  and  was  gay  and  cheerful ;  not  venting 
uncharitable  words  even  of  that  dead  Blue  Lion  with 
the  green  tails  bi-furked,  my  Lord  of  Leicefter.  No  one 
elfe  would   have    troubled  himfelf   in   the   matter.     For, 
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truly,  there  was  neither  appellant  nor  defendant  !  Yet 
was  it  in  the  nature  of  a  Secretary  of  State  to  work  out 
this  matter.  He  cannot  reft  till  he  fhall  find  whole  chiro- 
graph is  that.  He  will  not  die  eafy  fhould  he  not  know 
who  is  Mafter  Francis.  Poor  old  man  !  'Tis  his  laft 
labour ! 

Let  him  go  on  with  it :  you  do  not  like  to  be  pulled  off 
your  own  Hobby  ! 


CHAPTER  XI. 


<*  Fear  to  do  bafe  tinworthy  things  is  valour ; 
If  they  be  done  to  us,  tofuffer  them 
Is  valour,  too  I " 

The  New  Inn,  aft  iv.  k,  iii. 

*'  The  purefl  wine^fo  brifk  and  fine, 
The  Alligant  and  Sherry, 
I  hold  it  good  to  purge  the  blood. 
And  make  the  fe?ifes  merry, 
"  The  fparkBjg  Sack  that  binds  the  back, 
And  cheriJJies  the  heart,  boys. 
For  recompe?ice  jtifi  eighteenpetice 
Tou  mufi  give  for  a  quart,  boysj* 

Sack  for  my  Money. — A  Ballad. 

OU  will  remember  how  EfTex's  affairs  flood  : 
how   to  her   Grace   his  father   had    died   in- 


debted. 

"  Money  and  land,"  quoth  the  gallant  young  man  to  the 
woman  who  fimulated  affection  for  him,  fcarcely  allowing 
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him  from  her  fight — "  money  and  land  are  bafe  things  : 
but  love  and  kindnefs  are  excellent  things,  and  cannot  be 
meafured  but  by  themfelves."  Neither  he  nor  any  one 
elfe  could  underfland  how  much  the  debt  came  to,  (not  of 
love  and  kindnefs,  but  of  money  and  land.)  It  was  be- 
yond the  fcore  and  the  tally  altogether;  it  reckoned  by 
thoufands  of  pounds,  and  intereft  and  double  intereft 
thereon ;  and  fuch  like  inventions  for  ruining  honefl 
people.  And  there  were  forfeitures  and  penalties,  and  all 
fort  of  cunning  devifes  (as  Sir  Thomas  ufed  to  tell),  to 
make  the  matter  not  only  inexplicable  but  utterly  de- 
ftru6live. 

ElTex  owed,  as  he  computed,  fome  three-and-twenty 
thoufand  pounds :  and,  had  the  Queen  left  him  with  the 
Portingale  adventurers,  he  might  have  fhared  in  a  round 
fum.  But,  fee  !  her  Grace  will  not  forbear  three  thoufand 
pounds  (now  due)  for  one  fix  months  longer.  "  I  will  not 
charge  your  Majefty  refufing  me  fo  fmall  a  matter,  nor 
tell  you  that  you  once  promifed  it,"  faid  the  Earl  proudly : 
and  fo,  kiifing  the  fair  Lady's  hand,  he  raifed  the  money 
as  befl  he  could. 

Now,  though  the  Queen  would  allow  no  paltrying  with 
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her  Exchequer  (as  you  know  in  the  late  Earl  of  Leicefter 
his  cafe),  (he  is  very  gracious  in  bellowing  thofe  offices 
and  emoluments  in  her  royal  gift,  which  be  fo  profitable 
to  the  fortunate  holders  thereof,  her  fubjecfls.  Thefe, 
namely,  the  farming  of  dues  and  duties,  flate  places, 
wardfhips,  care  of  minors'  effates  and  marriages  (unaccount- 
ably), and  fuch  like,  be  the  loaves  and  fifhes  on  which  the 
multitudinous  and  greedy  courtiers  feed.  On  the  fragments 
of  fuch,  'tis  faid.  Sir  Walter  Ralegh  hath  had  much  fur- 
feiting  lately.  The  Earl  of  Effex,  though  he  will  beg  for 
his  friends,  hath  not  yet  learned  the  fmack  of  them. 

You  have  heard  of  Sack  ?  'tis  of  two  kinds — yea,  of 
three  forts.  There  is  fack  proper,  to  wit,  fee :  a  dry 
Canaries  or  Sherries  wine  brought  down  from  the  hills  in 
bags  of  goat-fkin.  That  fack  hath  a  dry  hard  tafte  :  grate- 
ful enough  to  fome  flomachs.  Then  is  there  fack  fweet- 
ened :  which  for  the  mofl  part  is  of  the  like  wines,  but  of 
poorer  quality,  comforted  with  fugar  o'  the  Indies,  or 
mixed  fecretly  with  Malaga  grapes  and  raifms  o'  the  fun. 
'Tis  a  pleafant  drink,  too,  though  not  fo  wholefome  as 
t'  other  •,  when  ufed  in  excefs  caufmg  a  loathing :  nor  Co 

generous  is  it,  fo  they  call  it  Baftard  *,  and  of  two  forts,  the 
VOL.  II.  L 
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brown  and  the  white.  Now  the  fack  at  your  ordinaries  is 
a  compound  of  thefe  latter,  with  eggs  whipped  up  frothing, 
fpices  (mace  and  cloves),  and  fome  refined  fugar. 

And  this  (by  the  better  fort)  is  made  hot,  being 
fuffered  to  cool  \  whereby  it  cometh  to  a  clear  colour,  and 
yet  foameth  valiantly  when  well  and  jauntily  poured  out. 
But  'ds  few  have  the  receipt  or  the  trick  of  it  like  Spigot ; 
and,  in  the  common  taverns,  the  Drawers  will  put  you  foap 
and  lime  in  their  pots,  turning  one  part  of  the  liquor  over 
the  other  till  a  Himy  fpume  fliall  rife  o'  top,  and  a  hope  of 
brightnefs  pafs  through  it.  But  they  call  them  all  fweet 
wines  fave  Bourdeaux  and  Rhenifh ;  and  'tis  for  fuch, 
Maligo,  Alicant,  &c.,  her  Majefty  hath  given  my  lord  a 
patent ;  the  Earl  of  Leicefter  recently  farming  them.  No 
doubt  it  was  worth  his  while ;  and  you  fliall  fee  anon  that 
the  matter  is  of  no  fmall  import  to  the  Earl  of  Eflex  alfo. 
Now,  though  her  Grace  was  not  very  generous  but  very 
exadfing  with  her  pet  •,  yet  my  Lord  had  that  happinefs 
he  mofl:  defired.  He  had  now  means  to  benefit  his  friends. 
And  the  Queen  refufed  him  nothing  (fo  to  fay)  :  for  he 
got  for  Robert  Cecyl  what  my  Lord  Treafurer  could  not ; 
namely,  the  reverfion  of  all  his  father's  offices  in  Hertford- 


EJJex — Ralegh .  147 


(hire.  And  whoever  had  fuits  at  Court,  or  favour  to  afk  her 
Majefty,  found  a  patron  and  benefa6lor  in  the  Earl.  Yet 
it  was  a  fad  thing  to  behold  how  peevilh  ElFex  would 
Ibmetimes  be  with  that  royal  Lady,  to  whom  he  was  fo 
bounden  :  how  he  would  turn  his  back  on  her,  and  fcold 
her  as  a  riotous  and  fpoilt  child  treateth  his  dear  and  indul- 
gent mother.  And  in  fuch  moods  (which  grew  on  him) 
it  would  be  better  for  his  friends  to  ftay  from  counfelling 
him  (fo  Sir  Thomas  thought,  forrowing) ;  and  for  thofe 
who  honoured  him  not,  they  had  as  well  be  out  o'  the  way 
altogether. 

Sir  Walter  Ralegh  was  a  powerful  man  bodily,  and 
one  not  to  be  flighted  ;  yet  would  my  Lord  openly  and 
without  caufe  infult  him.  The  Kjiight  bore  with  the  Earl 
as  the  Queen  had  charged.  But  there  grew  up  a  jealoufy 
between  them  very  unworthy  of  both.  'Tis  a  hard  matter 
to  defcry  the  fecrets  of  men ;  but  in  truth  Ralegh  grudges 
that  he  is  not  of  the  Council ;  and  EfTex  takes  offence  that  the 
other  hath  admittance  to  the  Clofet.  Thus  it  ftands  :  a 
pretty  quarrel. 

Some,  and  they  not  the  leafl  wife  of  this  nation,  are  of 
opinion  that  if  my  Lord  and  the  Knight  would  join  hand 


48  The  Nolle  Traytour. 


and  heart  (obtaining  Mr.  Davifon's  liberty  and  help), 
this  great  country  might  be  ruled  carefully  and  with 
honour  \  to  the  glory  of  her  Majeify  and  the  welfare  of 
her  people. 

For  the  Earl  of  Leicefter  is  dead,  Sir  Francis  Walfmg- 
ham  is  dying,  Lord  Burghley  ails  to  the  death.  Hatton's 
out  o'  the  way  on  the  woolfack ;  and  there  be  no  more 
competitors.  What  lets  ?  But  Effex  and  Ralegh  diftruft 
each  other — nay,  that's  too  mild  a  word.  They  are  very 
oppofites.  Leicefter  and  SufTex  were  not  more  fo.  If  you 
afk  the  young  Earl  to  be  but  courteous  to  Sir  "Walter,  'tis 
as  a  red  flag  before  an  inflamed  bull — fo  impatient  is  he 
of  injuries  ;  and  you  fliall  raife  his  ire  incontinently  fliould 
you  tell  Ralegh  of  the  young  Lord's  conditions. 

"  Begone,  firrah ! "  faid  Eflex  (coming  out  of  the  prefence) : 
"  Begone  to  your  boggy  acres,  and  plant  your  beggarly 
roots  !  "  And  the  Knight,  rather  than  contend  with  fo  rude 
a  Gentleman  and  fo  powerful  a  Lord,  departed  accordingly. 
Sir  Thomas  ('Zekiel  faid)  wept  when  he  heard  of  this, 
honouring  both  men.  But,  on  the  other  hand,  how  far 
would  my  Lord  go  for  a  friend,  pledging  his  purfe,  his 
life,  his   honour  !     How  he   urged  the  Qu^een   for  poor 
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Will,  all  know  !  "  Not  for  my  fake,  madam,"  faid  he,  on 
his  very  knees — "  not  for  my  fake  only  •,  but  in  zeal  for 
your  own  fervice,  there  is  none  other  than  Mafler  Davifon, 
who,  for  thefe  three  or  four  years  to  come,  will  know  how 
to  fettle  himfelf  to  fupport  fo  great  a  burden.  Have  pity, 
dear  Lady — for  pity  fake,  o'  the  poor  man  !  " 

But  Elizabeth  would  not ! 

So  the  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men  left  the  Ex-Secretary 
high  and  dry  on  the  Strand,  never  again  to  launch  upon 
the  ftream  of  life  !  Over  rock  and  fhoal,  through  currents, 
without  rudder  or  chart,  and  with  a  full  fail,  it  bore  the 
Earl  of  Effex  into  the  mid  ocean  of  politics  •,  where  the 
ftorms  of  pafTion  whirled  around  him,  and  on  every  fliore 
the  breakers  of  jealoufy  threatened  ! 


CHAPTER  XII. 


-"  Clofe  villain  I 


Til  have  this  fecret  from  thy  heart,  or  rip 
Thy  heart  to  find  it  I " 

Cymbeline,  a6l  iii.  fc.  v. 

OW  Mafter  Trappe,  he  had  hovered  about  the 
Twopenny  Ordinaries  in  the  purlieus  of  Gray's 
Inn  :  not  forfooth  amongil:  bullyrooks,  fwafh- 
bucklers,  and  royftering  companions,  as  was  his  wont ;  nor 
yet  with  the  cheaters  and  fuch  like :  but  (fave  the  mark ! ) 
with  youthful  law  Clerks  ! 

He  ordereth  luflily,  on  his  own  fcore,  Anchovies  and 
burnt  Sack  and  Rafhers  for  fupper ;  giving  out  that  himfelf 
was  fome  one  who,  having  been  in  Foreign  parts — (at 
which  faying  he  ever  and  anon  picketh  his  teeth,  leaning  on 
his   elbow  abftraftedly,  after  the  manner  of  travellers) — 
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and  hath  been  defrauded  by  thofe  he  left  in   charge  at 
home. 

Whereat  the  embryo  Lawyers  prick  their  ears,  and,  you 
may  be  fure,  fall  a  counfelling  him. 

Then  he  will  tell  them  impoffible  tales  of  Inde  and 
Cathay — how  Britomart  had  fwallowed  the  Soldan  alive 
— and  how  the  Queen  of  Sheba  loved  the  wandering 
Jew.  Nothing  too  grofs  for  their  hungry  appetites,  nor 
too  rare  for  their  deep  ignorance. 

One  whom  he  had  taken  into  'fpecial  confidence  advifeth 
him  to  feek  learned  help  from  Mailer  Attorney  Quillet : 
and  anon  fpeaketh  of  a  Mailer  Francis  as  the  mofl  per- 
fpicuous  counfel  he  wot  on.  Trappe  now  hearkeneth  to 
this  youth,  ordering  the  drawer  to  fetch  him  more  Sack 
(with  a  toall  in  it  this  time);  himfelf  fmoking  a  filthy  pipe 
over  a  feacoal  fire  i'  th'  corner.  He  taketh  his  eafe  in  his 
Inn! 

And  after  a  time  (for  Mafler  Trappe  could  froth  and 
lime,  tap  and  draw,  look  you)  the  filly  clerk  declareth  how 
Mailer  Quillet  is  wont  to  ufe  a  fpecial  mark,  which  tallieth 
well  enough  with  the  chirograph  on  number  two  and  num- 
ber three  of  the  packet  in  queflion.     And  that  he  ufeth 
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this  flourifti  on  fuch  letters  as  he  writes  privately :  but 
figneth  his  name,  '  Oliver  Qidllet^  fairly  enough  elfewhere, 
and  to  clerkly  papers. 

"  And  who  may  Mafter  Francis  be  ? "  quoth  Trappe, 
thinking  the  matter  at  end,  and  paying  his  fhot. 

"  Why,  'tis  Mafter  Bacon  furely,  fon  of  a  Lord-Keeper 
ere  I  was  born  :  nephew  (they  fay)  of  my  Lord  Treafurer — 
a  man  wonderfully  befriended,  but  of  learning  and  genius 
(they  fay)  wanting  no  help. 

When  the  Secretary  learned  thefe  things :  of  himfelf 
difcovering  the  fecret  chirograph,  that  it  flood  for  Oliver 
Quillet :  being,  as  he  conjectured,  a  Greek  Omega  for 
Oliver,  with  two  little  pens  faltire-wife  for  Quillet,  a 
device  parlant,  he  rejoiced  exceedingly ;  kiffing  his  fair 
daughter,  the  widow,  and  dandling  (for  once)  his  tiny 
grandchild.     There  was  hope  now  of  his  convalefcence  ! 

But,  in  the  filent  hour  of  his  meditations.  Sir  Francis 
Walfingham  inquired  of  himfelf  again  what  mifchief  had 
been  done  ?  The  cafe  now  flood  thus  :  Quillet  had  written 
(or  figned)  three  letters,  faying,  "  Nay,"  "  Ay,"  and  «  'Tis 
done,"  or  "  All's  well."  And  one  Mafler  Francis  had 
aided  and  abetted  Quillet  in  the  matter  of  "  Ay  "  at  leafl. 
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honouring  the  Earl  of  Leicefter,  as  no  doubt  he  was  bound 
to  do.  Where  was  the  offence  ?  After  all,  there  may  be 
no  plot — the  fecretary  aileth  again,  grievoufly  ! 

Being  ill  at  eafe  of  his  body,  the  old  man  fets  forth  in  a 
litter,  being  carried  flraightway  to  his  houfe  on  Holborne 

Hm. 

Bacon,  obfequioufly  honouring  all  perfons  in  authority, 
and  fpecially  her  Majefty's  Mnifters  of  State,  inquireth 
kindly  after  his  Honour's  health.  To  whom  (in  private 
talk)  he  fpeaketh  of  the  young  Earl  of  EfFex — then  of  Sir 
Thomas  Cheney,  his  friend,  to  whom  he  had  fome  time 
been  counfel — fome  four  years  agone,  or  thereabouts. 
"  Ela  ! "  quoth  the  Mnifler,  "  this  is  Mailer  Francis  ! " 

The  old  man  (whofe  brief  candle  was  nigh  out)  now 
fummoneth  Quillet  by  a  fpecial  warrant. 

Quillet  appearing,  is  afked  what  he  knoweth  of  fuch  and 
fuch  perfons  and  things — vaguely,  as  you  would  fay  (one 
may  not  afk  a  lawyer  leading  queftions,  you  know). 
Quillet  goeth  through  the  common  form,  known  in  the  pro- 
feffion  as  traverfing.  Quillet  was  not  attorney  to  the  Earl 
of  Leicefler  :  Quillet  knew  of  no  Mafler  Francis  :  Quillet 
is  not  Quillet:    Quillet  wrote  not  the  letters  i,  2,  3,  nor 
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either  of  them ;  nor  any  part  of  any  of  them ;  nor  is  that 
Quillet's  fignature,  nor  {horribile  dictu !)  is  that  Quillet's 
chirograph  •,  nor  did  he  (Quillet)  make,  or  authorize  any 
other  to  make  fuch  mark  or  fignature,  or  to  write  fuch  and 
fuch  letters,  or  any  letter,  or  know  any  thing  whatever  i'  th* 
premifes.  Quillet  {haketh  his  head.  Quillej:  is  mum ! 
The  Secretary  aileth. 

"  Twenge  !  "  faid  Sir  Francis,  feebly. 
"  Your  honour,"  anfwered  an  ill-looking  knave  whom 
(though  at  his  elbow)  Mafter  Quillet  had  not  feen.     He 
was  fuch  an  one  you  would,  perhaps,  rather  not  fee. 
«  Is  Click  below  ?  " 

"  Your  honour  ! "  quoth  he  again,  making  a  forry 
leg. 

If  Quillet  ftarted  feeing  Twenge,  he  fhuddered  hearing 
of  Click. 

There  was  a  look,  too,  in  the  Statefman's  eye  (he  had  but 
one  now),  as  he  turned  to  warm  his  withered  hands  at  the 
hearth,  that  {hook  Mafler  Quillet's  nerves.  A  flight  '  tre- 
mor cordis,^  you  might  fay :  a  cold,  damp  feeling,  may  be. 
He  looked  enquiringly  at  Mafter  Twenge,  as  if  to  afk  what 
was  meant ;  but  the  refolute  afpeft  of  that  party  caufed  the 
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lawyer's  knees  to  tremble  likewife.  "  tremor  occupat 
artusy'  as  Maro  hath.  Nay,  the  floor  feemed  giving  way 
under  him,  fo  great  was  his  dread.  Did  Mafter  Quillet 
fwoon  at  the  bare  fright  of  that  old  man's  gibe  ?  "  Ob- 
Jlupuit,  Jletermitque  coma^  et  vox  fauc'ihus  hceJitT  Or  did 
the  floor  truly  open  jufl  where  Mafler  Quillet  flood  ? 
Did  he  defcend  unconfcioufly,  but  with  Mafler  Twenge  be- 
flde  him  (like  a  friend,  holding  him  by  the  hand),  to  a  place 
below  where  that  Mafler  Click  he  had  jufl  heard  of  was 
preparing  for  his  reception  ?     Even  fo. 

They  place  the  man  (now  tickled  almofl  to  wildnefs) 
upon  a  fort  of  couch  or  pallet,  at  bottom  and  top  of  which 
were  rollers  like  the  capflans  of  fliips,  only  fmaller  and  more 
pretdly  contrived  \  and  nicely  faflening  cords  to  each  of 
his  ankles  and  wrifls  (he  nearly  unconfcious  of  what  they 
were  about),  my  maflers,  Twenge  and  Click,  commence 
gently,  and  without  the  boiflerous  vociferance  of  failors,  the 
winding  up  of  thofe  little  interrogating  engines,  to  the  no 
fmall  grief  and  torture  of  him  with  whofe  limbs  they  were 
making  fo  free.  Nor  did  they  deflfl  for  all  his  crying. 
Why  fliould  they  ?     They  had  often   heard  the  like — or 

worfe,  maybe.     'Twas  of  no  avail  his  anguifli  nor  his  bel- 

1^' 
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lo wings.  Neither  did  they  feel  the  firft,  nor  were  there 
any  to  care  for  the  other. 

Mafter  Quillet  may  have  fainted  when  he  faw  the  doom- 
ing look  of  Sir  Francis  ;  but  thefe  gentlemen  (Twenge  and 
Click)  brought  him  to  himfelf.  Nor  was  he  long  in  un- 
derflanding  what  was  required  of  him,  being  one  of  an 
ingenious  turn,  and  fufficiently  acute.  So,  having  had  a 
tafle  of  fleep  (as  they  fay)  on  the  gentle  bed  of  juftice,  he 
refolveth  incontinently  to  make  a  clean  breaft  of  it. 

No  man  was  more  humane  than  Walfingham  under  fuch 
circumflances.  He  was  a  man  without  fpite  in  his  cruelty ; 
ufuig  the  bloody  and  damned  engines  of  torture  only  as  a 
form  by  which  to  obtain  his  obje6f .  He  fpake  of  it  facetely 
as  ^  the  Qjiejliou'  You  cannot  conceive  how  much 
the  end  will  fan(flify  the  means  with  others  than  Jefuit 
prieils  !  Sir  Francis,  hoping  now  to  have  his  will,  and  be- 
ing a  kindly  man,  ordereth  M.  Quillet  refl  and  refrefhment. 
This  had,  Quillet  would  now  confefs  to  having  been  a 
principal  in  the  Bartholomew  maflacre  had  he  been  fo 
required.  'Twas  he  (if  you  will  believe  him),  as  a  War- 
lock and  Wizzard,  had  raifed  the  late  ftorms  i'  th'  North 
Sea.     You  would  think  his  imaginadon  had  been  racked. 
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fo  flretched  was  it.  No  crime,  no  mifchief  intended  or 
done  in  the  memory  of  man,  but  Quillet  had  been  the 
author  and  executor  thereof — if  you  will  only  not  qiiejlmi 
him  again! 

'Twas  a  while,  you  may  believe,  ere  fb  prudent  a  ftates- 
man  as  Walfmgham  enquired  of  him  concerning  the  bufi- 
nefs  in  hand.  Albeit  Death  was  waiting  i'  the  anteroom 
for  her  Grace's  principal  Secretary. 

And  the  fubflance  of  Mafter  Quillet's  confeilion  was 
this  : — One  Geoffry  Claydon,  an  adherent  of  the  Great 
Earl's,  complaining  that  he  had  been  wrongfully  kept  from 
his  inheritance,  my  Lord  of  Lelcefter,  without  ado  or 
enquiry,  ordered  deponent  to  right  him  in  that  matter. 
Quillet,  finding  GeoiFry's  claim  as  heir-at-law  had  been 
barred  by  fine  and  recovery  in  the  time  of  old  Sir  Ralph, 
fo  informed  the  Earl ;  who,  in  the  mean  time,  learning  that 
'twas  Sir  Thomas  Cheney  who  held  the  lands  Geoifry 
claimed,  bade  deponent  at  peril  of  his  life  and  utter  ruin  of 
family  and  belongings,  by  all  or  any  means  oufl  the  Knight 
and  'ftablifh  GeofFry  in  the  Eilate.  The  Earl  of  Leicefier 
'twas  who  fpake  to  r>Iajn:er  Francis  :  and  Mafter  Francis 
'twas  who  devifed  the  fcheme. 
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Walfingham  grows  a  little  better  j  he  taketh  a  poflet. 
Quillet  goes  on : — "  Mafter  Francis,  of  Counfel  for  Sir 
Thomas,  withdrew  the  Record  fecretly  ;  fo,  when  the  caufe 
came  to  be  heard  at  Buckingham,  Judge  Scales  charged  the 
jury  they  ihould  find  for  Plaintiff,  as  there  was  no  evidence 
of  the  Fine  and  Recovery  on  which  Defendant  relied." 

So  Quillet  was  difmiffed,  having  been  juftly  admonilhed  ; 
and  Mafter  Francis  was  brought  to  the  fore,  who,  when 
he  knew  that  he  was  found  out,  greatly  humbled  himfelf  j 
deploring  and  lamenting  his  mifconceited  error  and  unhappy 
delinquency ;  not  failing,  in  his  hearty  forrow  and  com- 
punction, to  bewail  the  treachery  and  malignity  of  his  evil 
judgment ;  whereby  he  had  been  led  to  conceive  thofe 
wicked  matters,  and  bring  them  to  fuch  an  abhorred  and 
cruel  End.  Then  did  the  old  Secretary  regard  Mafter 
Francis  filently ;  but  with  a  look,  as  who  fhould  fay, 
"  When  I  am  gone,  how  great  a  Statefman  mightefl  thou 
be,  an  thou  wouldeft  not  fpeak  leafmg,  Francis  ! " 

So  Francis  propofed  reflitution,  as  was  right ;  and  hav- 
ing difcovered  on  a  book-flielf  behind  Fleta  and  Montagne, 
Pliny  and  Doftor  Dee,  the  identical  Record  he  had  fo  long 
agone  abflra6fed  from  the  Pleas  Office  and  put  in  that 
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fecret  hiding-place — not  burning  it  by  reafon  of  the  odious 
Itench  the  action  of  Fire  createth  on  Parchment  (fo  he  faid)  ; 
he,  by  warrant  from  my  Lord  Treafurer  (who  was  glad  at 
fo  fmall  a  price  to  fcreen  the  bad  deeds  of  his  nephew), 
replaced  the  fame. 

And  now  a  new  trial  was  ordered  by  way  of  Appeal — 
though  to  be  had  as  quietly  as  might  be ;  and  it  was  heard 
before  all  the  Judges  here  in  Weflminfler ;  when  the  Re- 
cord of  the  Fine  and  Recovery  being  brought  forth,  evi- 
dencing the  claim  of  the  appellant,  the  Court  ruled  that  the 
verdicSt  of  the  Jury  of  Buckingham  fhould  be  fet  afide,  for 
that  the  Eftates  of  Claydon  and  all  the  premifes  (with  the 
honours  they  interfered  not)  were  vefted  in  Sir  Thomas 
Cheney  of  Chenies,  in  that  County,  Knight,  and  his  heirs. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


<*  Afid  all  the  rums  of  dijirefsful  times 
Repaired  with  double  riches  of  content ." 

K.  Richard  III.  a6l  iv.  {c,  iii. 

ND  now  the  Link  fpluttereth  a  little  and  is 
out !  The  bells  jangle  a  while  and  are  ftill ! 
3)  Sir  Francis  Waliingham  is  no  more.  At 
Barne  Elmes,  as  the  tide  was  returning,  he  departed  •,  his 
daughter  (none  other)  befide  him,  lamenting. 

The  tiny  grandchild,  half  frightened,  half  pleafed,  toddles 
round  the  old  man's  coffin  ;  which  his  people,  carrying  by 
night,  bury  without  ftate  in  Paul's. 

'Tis  a  dreadful  thing  to  im.agine  that  honeft  folk  may 
have  their  funerals  disturbed  by  mortified  creditors  !  Yet, 
if  you  wifh  to  go  to  the  Grave  with  the  pomp  due  to  your 
rank,  and  fo  great  an  event  in  your  career  as  the  ending  of 
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it,  you  fhould  (as  all  teftaments  teftify)  make  fome  provifion 
for  your  debts.  The  fexton,  though  the  important  man 
there,  fhould  laft  of  all  be  fatisfied  ;  "  for  a  great  ftatefman 
to  leave  a  fmall  eflate,  and  for  a  public  man  to  be  buried 
privately,  is  a  wifer  paradox  than  I  can  wonder  at,"  quoth 
Mafter  Tarleton. 

Now  the  Portingale  expedition  of  my  Lord  of  EfTex, 
being  cut  fhort  by  her  Grace's  care  of  her  young  play- 
fellow, he  returned  juft  to  hear  of  the  again  defolate  ftate 
of  poor  Frances  :  fo,  going  fpeedily  into  Surrey,  he  com- 
mendeth  his  former  fuit  unto  her  as  an  immediate  and 
happy  end  to  her  prefent  care. 

She,  on  her  part,  modeflly  requiring  fome  delay,  that 
her  fpirit  might  recover  from  fo  fad  a  lofs,  fheweth  him 
how  her  late  father  had  left  a  letter  for  him  touching  the 
matter  in  that  packet. 

You  may  believe  EfTex  was  right  joyous  when  he  learned 
how  the  bufmefs  had  fared.  He  kiffed  his  fweetheart  and 
toffed  the  child  •,  laughing  and  making  merry  more  than  had 
been  ufed  in  that  fober  and  demure  abode.  He  wrote  letters, 
too,  to  Sir  Thomas,  now  at  Llanfrey,  letting  him  know 
what  had  come  to  pafs.     And  he  fent  'Zekiel  down  with 
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that  poft,  who  for  his  part  now  began  to  have  fome 
faith  in  policy,  feeing  it  had  worked  fo  great  an  advantage 
to  the  loved  and  honoured  family ;  though  in  truth  it  had 
been  by  a  villainous  policy  that  the  Ivnight  came  to  trouble 
at  all.  To  Gray's  Inn,  alfo,  my  Lord  went,  perfonally 
upbraiding  Mafter  Francis  ;  who,  heartily  afhamed,  again 
prayed  forgivenefs,  declaring  he  would  do  fo  no  more  ! 
Now  the  bruit  of  this  affair,  which  could  not  be  muffled 
from  the  ears  of  the  Attorneys,  had  hurt  Mailer  Francis  as 
it  ought ;  fo,  in  confideration  of  the  opinion  he  had  of  his 
wifdom  and  great  parts,  and  of  the  love  he  bore  to 
poor  lame  Anthony,  his  brother,  and  indeed,  mofl  of  all, 
out  of  his  own  generofity  of  difpofition  and  true  nobility, 
Effex  at  a  later  time  conveyed  to  the  faid  Mafter  Francis 
a  fmall  Eftate  in  land  \  to  the  end  that  neither  fliould  he 
come  to  want,  nor  hereafter  be  tempted,  by  hope  of  gain 
and  filthy  lucre,  into  bafe  and  unhonefl  practices.  Alas  ! 
that  a  man  of  genius  and  learning  fhould  entertain  a  mean 
fpirit  of  covetifenefs  and  grudging  ! 

And  when  Sir  Thomas  got  Effex's  letter,  he,  being 
replenilhed  with  a  fudden  joy,  fell  fick  ;  and  Dame  Eliza- 
beth feared  every  day  he  would  die.     He'd  fay,  "  God  be 


Meetings  and  Greetings.  1 63 

praifed  ! "  over  and  over  again ;  crying  like  a  child,  or 
going  on  his  knees  to  give  thanks  for  fo  great  and  unlocked 
for  a  bleifing.  Yet,  if  the  fpirit  be  without  burden,  the 
phyfician's  cure  fhall  be  eafy  !  Thus  Sir  Thomas  got  hale 
and  hearty  again  about  the  time  that  William  was  returning 
with  Captain  Drake.  And  Dame  Elizabeth  had  written  to 
fair  Helen,  telling  the  good  tidings  ;  bidding  her  prepare 
to  be  a  bride  when  her  true  love  fhould  come  from  be- 
yond fea,  and  promifmg  her  a  mother's  welcome  at  Chenies 
when  fhe  would. 

So  the  day  William  landed  from  the  Fleet  at  Portsmouth 
and  rode  on  to  Swarwooton  he  learned  all  thefe  matters. 
And  he  had  not  fo  been  trained  that  he  forgat  to  give 
glory  to  the  Authour  and  Giver  of  all  good  things  :  embrac- 
ing his  dear  Helen  alfo  very  often,  and  calling  her  tenderly 
his  Love  and  his  Bride. 

And  it  was  a  matter  appointed  between  them  that  all 
fhould  meet  in  London,  at  Effex-houfe,  by  a  certain  day. 
If  you  have  not  known  forrow  you  can  fcarce  tell  what 
joy  is.  So  if  you  have  never  left  thofe  you  love,  you  will 
hardly  believe  the  pleafure  of  meeting  them  again.  Here 
were  EfTex  and  William,  Sir  Thomas  and  Dame  Elizabeth, 
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Squire  Beronfaw,  his  kind  aunt,  Miftrefs  Helen,  and  the 
Hants  Efquire  (her  coufin)  himfelf,  after  a  long  while  and 
fome  fore  diftreffes,  brought  happily  together. 

And,  at  my  Lord  his  requeil.  Sir  Thomas  and  Dame 
Elizabeth  went  in  a  covered  barge  up  to  Barne  Elmes, 
bringing  thence  Dame  Frances  and  her  little  one. 

They  were  met  by  my  Lord,  gorgeoufly  dreffed  as  you 
could  wifh :  and  he,  helping  Frances  out  of  the  barge,  led 
her  into  the  Hall  where  William  Cheney  flood,  decked  as 
the  fun  coming  out  of  his  chamber.  And  Helen  the  fair, 
the  joyous,  who  fcattered  rays  of  love  from  her  like 
pomander  perfume  through  a  cenfer,  flie  flood  there  to  run 
that  courfe  with  him  as  his  bride.  And  you  might  go  far 
and  near  without  finding  fo  well-favoured  men  and  fuch 
beauteous  women  met  together,  or  couples  fo  happily  and 
well  matched.  For  it  is  a  fpite  of  nature  that  the  blithe  be 
often  tied  to  the  dolt,  and  the  foft-hearted  to  the  cruel ; 
not  to  fpeak  of  the  union  of  fhort  with  long,  and  fo  forth. 
All  being  ready,  Mafler  Richard  Hooker  (Sir  Thomas* 
friend),  bleffed  them  according  to  the  form  prefcribed, 
proclaiming  EfTex  and  Frances  man  and  wife,  and  William 
and  Helen  man  and  wife  alfo.     And  Sir  Thomas  he  gave 
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a  benedidlion,  but  extempore.  So  they  gave  rings,  with- 
drew veils,  and  kifled  interchangeably.  And  then  they  fat 
down  in  the  hall  to  a  merry  board,  palTing  about  the  bride- 
cups  with  glad  and  thankful  hearts. 

Effex  (you  perceive)  was  unwilling  the  Queen  ftiould 
know  of  his  marriage  :  fo,  for  the  prefent,  the  matter  is 
hufhed.  But  'tis  a  hard  thing  to  keep  any  fecret ;  how 
then  this  ?  Such  a  fecret  furely  a  man  fhould  not  intrufl  to 
his  dear  wife.  And,  after  a  while,  my  Lord  might  as  well 
have  been  in  that  houfe  fell  down  at  INIichaelmas  ;  fuch  a 
clatter  came  about  his  ears.  Yet  her  Majefly,  whom 
Mafler  Camden  faith  (whether  of  right  judgment  or  not) 
is  "  always  the  fame,"  forgave  that  which  (he,  of  her  own 
motion,,  had  confidered  an  offenfive  and  fcandalous  thing, 
the  Holy  Scripture  notv/ithftanding. 

But  William,  who  was  not  fo  beholden  to  her  Grace  for 
licence  in  fuch  a  matter,  openly  carried  his  fweet  Nell 
down  to  Chenies,  whither  Sir  Thomas  and  Dame  Eliza- 
beth alfo  haflened  with  the  reft,  taking  Vice-Admiral 
Drake  and  Mafter  Camden  as  a  fort.  You  may  believe 
they  made  a  kind  of  triumphal  entry  into  Bucks  ;  for,  as  it 
feemeth,  half  the  country  turns  out  to  meet  them.     All 
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caps  thrown  up,  kerchiefs  waved  !  Such  cheering  !  wagging 
of  beards  !  fhaking  of  hands  !  The  elder  folk,  with  the  ever 
ready  "  God  blefs  your  honours  ! "  and  "  Welcome  home  ! " 
and  the  younger  lads  and  lafTes  tumbling  into  attitudes  of 
uncouth  refpe6l.  There  you  fee  Mafter  Parfon  Homily 
trotting  up  on  his  grey  palfrey  !  He  hath  little  to  fay  but 
"  God  be  praifed  ! "  and  kifleth  all  the  family ;  referving 
for  Sunday's  fermon  a  more  diffufe  and  ornate  gratulation. 
The  folk  fay,  "  Sir  Thomas  is  as  grand  as  ever, "  and 
*'my  Lady  but  a  little  dafhed ;"  and,  "Yonder  is  Mailer 
William  and  his  bride  !"  "  Look  they  not  comely  and 
loving?" 

"  See,  'tis  the  youug  Earl ! "  "  And  be  that  my  lady 
his  Lordfhip's  Lady?" 

"  Lord  blefs  us,  and  all  good  Chriftian  fouls — what  a 
fine  company  ! "  'Zekiel  and  Davy  tell  how  this  one  i'  th ' 
puke  doublet,  with  the  thoughtful  air  and  fad  brow, 
is  Mafter  Clarencieux  Eang-at-Arms,  Sir  Thomas'  firm 
ally :  t'other,  without  a  ruff — the  blue  kerchief  on  's  neck, 
and  the  jerkin  without  fleeves — his  petronel  and  Dragon  fo 
openly  dilplayed,  and  a  dauntlefs  eye  as  ever  you  faw,  's 
the  Great  Captain  ! "    "  Never  heard  on  him  ! "  "  What ! 
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never  heard  of  Drake  ? — Go  to  !  never  heard  of  'Mada, 
nor  o'  the  Indies — eh  ?"  "  Nay  !  who  's  't  ?"  «  Go  to— 
go  to — blockhead  ! " 

A  mile  or  two  beyond  Aylefbury  we  come  upon  the  old 
road  (Dame  Elizabeth's  heart  beat  high)  •,  and,  pafTmg 
Claydon-Crucis,  fo  on  to  Steeple-Claydon,  where,  as  on 
all  gaudy  days,  the  bells  are  fet  a-ringing ;  and  the  elders 
fear  this  tide  lefl  the  tower  fall,  fo  much  vigour  was 
fpent  i'  th'  timing  of  them.     Off  they  jangle  ! 

Ding  a  dong^  ding  dong,  ding  dongy  merrily ; 

Ding  a  dongy  ding  dong,  merrily,  ding  dong ; 
Ding  a  dong,  merrily,  ding  dong,  ding  dong. 
Merrily,  ding  a  dong,  ding  dong,  ding  dong : 
Ding  ! — dong  ! — merrily,  ding  dong ; 
Ding  I — do?ig  ! — merrily,  dong  ding ; 
Dong  I — ding  I — tnerrily,  merrily. 
Ding  a  dong,  merrily,  ding  dong  I — 

and  then  to  it  again  as  brifk  as  ever,  to  and  fro,  backwards 
and  forwards  !  The  Waights,  too,  they  ftruck  up  «  Light 
o'  love '  and  other  melodies  more  orderly  than  heretofore ; 
for  the  cakes  and  ale  at  Chenies  were  but  in  fhort  com- 
mons lately.  Now  you  fhall  flop  and  hear  Mafter  Horne- 
boke,  "  his  witty  pageaunt  and  pleafantly  conceited  comedy 
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of  the  return  of  VlyfTes  ; "  the  addition  of  that  Hero  to 
the  nine  worthies  being  (for  the  nonce)  feigned  to  be  Sir 
Thomas  himfelf !  It  is  on  this  wife :  Conftant  Penelope 
(Schoolmafler),  in  a  waggoner's  fmock,  girt  amid  body, 
feeming  marvellous  rough  about  the  cheek — though  there 
had  in  truth  been  ingenuity  in  the  fo  folding  a  cloth 
turban-wife,  after  an  ideal  Trojan-Greek  faftiion,  as  it  fhould 
partly  conceal  his  face.  Conftant  Penelope  fits  at  a 
weaver's  loom,  plying  the  fhuttle  fafter,  look  you,  than 
any  courtiers  (in  Buckinghamfliire)  could  unpick.  Ere  fhe 
fpyeth  her  Lord  (Sir  Thomas,  recolleft),  Vlyfles  his  dog, 
— prefented  by  a  marvellous  ill-looking  cur,  judicioufly 
tied  by  the  throat  to  the  cart's  tail — welcometh  the  noble 
progrefs  by  bowlings  angry  and  vehement.  One  muff  not 
be  too  critical.  You  fee  the  Dame  is  with  her  fpoufe — 
there  was  no  parallel  in  her  cafe — no  fuitors  neither :  then 
why  expe<ft  better  manners  from  the  Dog  ?  Rather  than 
fond  and  feemly  (fmking  Penelope  in  Horneboke),  thus  fpake 
the  Pedant.  "  'T  fliould  ha'  been  in  MaftifF,  your  honour,  a 
MaftifF  of  a  grave  leer,  as  'tis  in  the  painted  cloth  :  but  the 
Cur-tail,  to  one  of  any  conception,  conveyeth  the  matter  as 
well !     'Tis  feigned  that  the  hound  greets  your  honour  and 
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all  this  goodly  company  feemly.  May  it  pleafe  your  wor- 
fliips  and  thefe  gentle  ladies  to  accept  our  humble  compli- 
ment ? "  Then,  'minilhing  his  voice  fmall  like  a  woman's, 
he  waileth  forth — 

*'  Welcome^  Vlyjfes,  to  thefe  lofiely  toiverSy 
Where  I  have  Jpent  fuch  folitary  hours  I 
For  tnvice  jive  years  a  conjlajit  love  Tve  kept, 
During  luhich  time  Vve  hardly  ever  Jleptl 
Then  ivelcome  home,  from  Troy  or  Troynovantum, 
To  thifie  own 

"  There's  no  rhyme  for  Troynovantum,  fir ;  pleafe  overlook 
it !  "  quoth  he  again  as  Horneboke.  "  The  fentiment  need 
not,  as  I  take  it,  be  too  much  expofed  before  ingenious 
conceptions  !     Let  't  pafs,  firs  !  " 

How  long  this  fort  of  thing  (on  fuch  liberal  terms) 
might  have  continued,  who  can  tell  ?  Pageants  have 
lafted  many  hours  at  a  time  \  and  the  foolilh  world  is  not 
tired  of  empty  compliment  and  bad  verfes  yet !  But  that 
peftiferous  and  unmannerly  cur  (Vlylfes  his  beafl),  recog- 
nifmg  an  imaginary  adverfary,  falleth  prefently  on  fnarling  in 
a  rude  and  boiflerous  manner.  Whereat  fome  boys  (who 
will   ever  be  at  mifchief)    tarre    him   to't   advifedly ;    the 
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Efquires  laughing  (as  who  would  not  ?)  the  people  cheer  •, 
and  fo  happily  there  is  a  holiday  from  Mafter  Horneboke. 

Poor  Graves  now  cometh  with  his  obeifance.  Not  a  jot 
abafhed  is  he  that  the  prophecies  about  the  calves  of 
Bethel  and  the  walls  of  Babylon  fhould  have  been  fo  ill-in- 
terpreted. The  Word  will  come  true,  he  knoweth  ;  how, 
he  knoweth  not — he  forgetteth,  belike.  Poor  Sexton  ! 
he  admitteth  he  is  but  a  crazy  veflel,  a  broken  pot,  a 
fhard.  Now  he  uttereth  vague  fentences  !  You  fhall 
hear  him  tell  of  the  ICnight  returning  in  peace,  of  fov/ing, 
reaping — gathering  feed  and  fheaves  ;  but  the  folk,  feeing 
it  is  nigh  Chriftmas,  catch  not  the  figure.  "  And  the 
ladies  in  wrought  needlework  !  Grant  they  be  all  glorious 
within  !  "  quoth  Goodman  Graves. 

Mafler  Conftable  telleth,  by  the  way,  how  Swig  ufed  to 
get  drunken  and  fottifh  (on  his  own  fcore) ;  declining  to 
ruin,  like  a  houfe  from  which  the  good  fpirit  of  order  and 
cleanlinefs  had  departed.  How  he  had  been  fet  by  the 
heels  to  ftay  him  from  falling  •,  and  how  he  died  in  the 
flocks,  the  village  dogs  marring  his  face  ere  morning. 
"  Of  Harkin,  what  news  ?  '*  Some  faid  he  had  gone  to 
the   wars  ;     been    taken  by  the  Spaniard    eavesdropping 
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(though  he  knew  not  the  tongue)  ;  and,  being  of  a  fwart 
complexion,  was  by  them  drefTed  up  as  a  Moor,  and  fo 
changed  for  a  Chriftian  by  thofe  of  Tunis  ! 

Spigot  and  Miflrefs  Dorothy,  they  had  come  home 
from  "Wales,  and  were  already  putting  Chenies  in  ftate. 
'Twas  dufty  and  fo  :  but  matters  had  refled  well.  All 
this  did  'Zekiel  and  Davy  learn,  religioufly  chronicling. 

Sir  Thomas'  mind  was  on  other  matter.  His  counte- 
nance was  very  folemn.  Neither  had  he  liflened  to  Horne- 
boke,  nor  noticed  Graves  :  Loom  nor  Dog,  figure  nor 
prophecy,  had  touched  him.     He  was  penfive. 

The  deer  were  grazing,  and  the  crows  cawing,  as  they 
had  been  five  long  years  agone. 

Hill  and  dale,  wood  and  water,  how  fondly  familiar  ! 
There  !     There  lay  his  home  ! 

The  fetting  fun  was  juft  lighting  up  the  Crofs-fleury  and 
weather  vanes  of  Chenies. 

Our  ICnight  ralfes  his  hat  and  bows  his  head.  You 
know  what  pafTeth  in  the  inner  man.  A  placid  yet  joyous, 
humble  yet  triumphant  gleam  pafTes  over  his  face. 

None  fpeak.  But  breafls  will  throb  and  eyes  be  filled 
with  emotion  fometimes.     And  when  this  dew  of  fympathy 
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falls,  'tis  like  the  myrrh  and  the  cafTia  which  keep  the  Altar 
pure.  And  tears  of  gratitude  and  love  be  the  fitting  facri- 
fice  of  the  manly  heart. 

The  windows  flare  a  merry  welcome :  for  there  be 
cheering  blazes  in  many  chambers.  Out  of  the  porch  there 
whirrs  a  friendly  little  Ruddock. 

The  firfl:  to  alight  lifts  down  Dame  Elizabeth,  clafping 
her  to  his  bofom,  fdently. 

Awed  are  the  young  couple,  as  the  father  afFeftionately 
embraces  both. 

Hand  in  hand  they  enter.  EfTex  and  the  refl  keep  aloof 
awhile^  refpe6ling  the  pious  feelings  of  Sir  Thomas  Cheney. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

'*  Courtiers  as  free  as  debonair.      Unarmed, 
As  bending  angels:  thafs  their  Fame  in  peace. 
But  ivhen  they  luould  feemfoldiers,  they  have  galls, 
Good  arms,  Jlrong  joints,  true  fujordsj^ 

Troilus  and  Cressida,  a(5l  i.  {c.  in. 

ENRY  OF  NAVARRE,  at  this  time  the  flay 

and  hope  of  the  Hugonots   of  Little  Britain, 

inherits  the  Crown  of  France. 

But  they  of  the  other  part,  now  joining  with  the  Spaniard, 

form  againft  him  (as  againfl  us,  you  may  remember,  fome 

time  fmce)  a  hot  and  deadly-flaming  League. 

Utterly  to  quench  which,  our  Qu^een,  of  her  great  care, 
incontinently  refolveth,  faying  : — 

"  Whenfoever  the  laft  day  of  that  kingdom  cometh,  it 
will  undoubtedly  be  the  eve  of  England's  ruin." 

So   four  thoufand  troops,  with  two  months'  pay  and 
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provender,  are  fent  to  raife  the  fiege  of  Roan ;  and  that 
chivalrous  Prince  Henry  begs  aid  of  our  chivalrous  Earl 
of  EfTeXj  that  the  undertaking  may  be  glorious,  and  a  fitting 
overture  to  his  warlike  reign. 

'Twas  a  while  ere  her  Grace  would  let  go  her  favourite. 
For  (he  would  fay  "Ay"  and  "Nay"  time  about;  till  he 
was  fain,  after  the  ufe  of  courtiers,  to  be  fick  for  a  day  or 
two ;  when  flue,  as  in  pity  for  his  diftemperature,  fent  him 
off  to  the  Continent  for  change  of  air. 

o 

Then,  having  due  regard  to  his  honourable  calling  by 
birth,  and  his  eftimation  with  the  Queen :  that  he  might 
return  with  increafed  opinion,  the  Earl  wrote  to  good  Rich- 
ard Bagot,  charging  him  to  ftir  up  all  his  friends,  tenants, 
and  people,  that  they  fhould  fend  him  tall  men  and  ftrong 
geldings  ;  to  the  end  that,  over  and  above  his  royal  charge, 
he  might,  out  of  his  own  eflates,  and  as  it  were  by  his 
own  prowefs,  drive  out  the  enemy  from  Normandy. 

But  though  you  go  out  with  fcarf  and  banner,  bright 
arms  and  graceful  plumes,  drums  a-beating  jollil)^,  colours 
gaily  flying,  vifions  of  glory,  omens  of  vi(Slory,  and  all  the 
pride,  pomp,  and  circumftance  of  war,  you  ihall  know  thefe 
things  do  not  lafl  long  a-field. 


A  few  Realities  of  War.  lyc; 

When  your  food  faileth,  or  your  flomach  fhall  loath 
coarfe  morfels — when  you  mufl  lodge  on  the  damp,  clammy 
ground,  or  mayhap  on  the  iharp  gravel  or  rock ;  the  wind 
(your  only  chamberlam)  wrapping  your  wet  clothes  about 
you  \  the  white  fnow  your  cold  coverUd — when  you  fhall 
find  your  comrades — brothers  in  care,  in  love,  in  blood — 
fall  by  wounds,  by  famine,  by  difcomfort — when  the  dreary, 
hopelefs  days  of  inaftion  follow  night-alarums  ;  yet  nothing 
be  done  but  waile — miferable  wafte  of  life,  of  means,  of 
honour,  of  courage  •,  the  peftilence  devouring  more  than  the 
fword ',  defpair  deftroying  more  than  all — where  is  that 
heroical  grandeur  of  which  the  trumpet  giveth  fuch  note  ? 
that  lofty  ftrain  of  martial  praife  which  Poets  vaunt  ? 

Effex  felt  this  very  homely,  when  his  dear  and  only 
brother  Walter,  vv^ho  had  borne  the  toils  of  this  Hege  with 
him  •,  lying  befide  him  in  the  trenches  in  all  weathers  *,  and 
ever  ready  to  cheer  him,  or  foothe  him,  or  pleafure  him, 
fell  in  an  ambufcade  of  fliot  hard  by  the  town.  He  felt  all 
this  when  he  knew  himfelf  to  be  more  alone  in  the  world 
than  he  had  ever  before  been.  Then  was  he  very  com- 
f ortlefs  and  aiHi£led  ;  grieving  for  the  poor  courageous  boy 
who  lay  flricken  in  the  head,  dying — dead  ! 
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As  yet  EfTex  had  never  truly  forrowed.  Now  he  wanted 
words  juftly  to  exprefs  his  wretchednefs.  He  had  fcarcely 
a  full  fenfe  of  his  calamity  ;  being  bereft  of  that  affectionate 
other  felf  who  was  dearer  to  him  than  even  his  own  felf. 
Oh,  where  is  that  bofom  whereon  he  might  cafi  his  over- 
burdened and  perplexed  fpirit !  It  refts  ;  having  laid  its 
own  cares  in  the  quiet  arms  of  death  !  Oh,  for  a  Walter 
to  tell  him  all  Robin  feels  for  Walter  ! 

And  that  moft  dear  Lady,  the  greateil:,  the  healthfullefl:, 
the  happieft,  the  mofl  gracious-kind  Lady,  which  my  Lord  fo 
loved  and  trufted — what  iaitli  fhe  to  him  who,  for  her 
Majefty's  favour,  hath  perilled — loft — his  fond  brother  and 
many  of  his  friends,  is  prepared  to  forfake  himfelf  and  all 
the  world  befide — what  did  fhe  to  comfort  him  ?  Alas  ! 
alas  !  You  muft  believe  the  conceit  of  her  (auxiliary) 
thoufands  dwindling  into  hundreds  •,  her  great  cofls  and 
charges  all  worthlefsly  fpent,  gave  her  more  thought 
than  the  one  lofs  of  a  poor  younger  brother,  or  the  folitary 
affliftion  of  her  conflant,  diftempered  Effex  ! 

For  why  ?  It  was  the  Earl's  duty  to  adorn  her  royal 
footflool  with  his  wit,  his  genius,  his  generous  and  romantic 
devoirs.     Her    Majefty  was    not   bound   to   him    at   all ! 


Woman's  Love  ?  i  y  y 


When  did  you  hear  or  read  of  a  Sovereign  under  obligation  ? 
Oh  !  ihe  would  harry  and  vex  him  that  tide  with  Embaflli- 
dour  letters  and  State  opinions  ;  mercenary  refpefts  and 
parflmonious  orderings  :  requiring  of  him,  in  his  affliction, 
tedious  reports  of  trifles,  and  contemptible  ifliies  that  no 
foldier  fliould  be  bothered  with  !  So  that  he  was  con- 
fl:rained  to  write, — "  I  proteft  unto  your  Mojefly  that  un- 
kindnefs  and  forrow  have  broken  my  heart  and  my  wits." 
For  he  was  blamed  as  negligent,  undutiful ;  rafli  in  going, 
flow  in  returning  ;  undifcreet  in  dividing  the  Horfe  from  the 
Foot ;  faulty  in  all  things  as  not  fortunate  to  pleafe. 
"  Your  Majefly's  unkindnefs  accompanied  the  lofs  of  my 
brother ;  and  your  heavy  indignation  I  fee  foUov/s  your 
unkindnefs  •,  threatening  the  ruin  and  difgrace  of  him  that 
hath  loft  his  deareft  and  only  brother,  fpent  a  great  part  of 
his  flibftance,  and  ventured  his  own  life  in  feeking  to  do 
3^our  Majefty  fervice.  I  am  left  alone  of  my  poor  houfe,  to 
maintain  the  poor  reputation  that  it  hath  hitherto  lived  in  ; 
your  Majefty,  in  honour  and  juftice,  will  not  force  me  to 
be  the  firft  that  lliall  imbase  it."  For  flie  had  ordered  him 
home  juft  when  the  fuccefs  of  the  adventure  was  moft  in 
hope ;  "  and  to  go  out  of  action,"  as  he  nobly  faid,  "  when 
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all  other  men  come  into  aftion,  were  to  wear  a  note  of 
perpetual  infamy." 

Now,  when  there  is  grief  of  heart  and  vexation  of  fpirit, 
you  Ihall  foon  find  bodily  difeafe  alfo.  And  the  fad 
young  Earl  was  laid  up  many  weeks  with  thofe  Aguilh 
pains  and  melancholies  which  you  muft  have  fuffered 
under  (or  at  leafl  feen)  to  underfland.  So,  returning  to 
England  fick  and  faint,  and  jumped  o'  the  fpleen,  he  thus 
writes  : — "  I  fee  your  Majefly  is  conflant  to  ruin  me  j  I  do 
humbly  and  patiently  yield  to  your  Majefty's  will.  I  appeal 
to  all  men  that  faw  my  parting  from  France,  or  the  manner 
of  my  coming  hither,  whether  I  deferved  fuch  a  welcome 
or  not.  To  be  full  of  words  when  a  man  is  full  of  afflic- 
tion, is  for  him  that  is  not  refolved  what  to  do  with  himfelf." 
He  was  very  fore,  you  may  be  fure. 

But  "  Amantiiim  inz  amoris  redintegratio  e/l"  (occaficn- 
ally,  that  is  to  fay,)  Lover's  quarrels  be  foon  made  up  ;  and 
my  Lord,  in  a  heroical  humour,  faith,  "  I  care  for  no  crofs 
of  fortune  fo  long  as  I  find  your  Majefiy  careth  for  me ;" 
then,  in  a  more  gallant  fpirit,  whifpering,  "  Neither  can  any 
thing  make  me  happy  when  I  do  not  hold  a  firft  place  in 
your  favour.     Aut  Cafar,  aut  nullus  !     If  any  man  "  (mean- 
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ing  Ralegh,  no  doubt)  "  will  venture  his  life  to  perfuade 
your  Majefly  of  his  faith,  I  will  lofe  mine  to  prove  my 
conflancy."  He  was  himfelf  again  !  For,  while  he  wiihed 
his  fovereign  to  be  the  greateft  and  happieft  Prince,  Elizabeth 
the  kindeft  and  conftanteil:  miftrefs  that  ever  was  ;  he  was 
refolved  to  be  ever  her  Majefty's  mofl  humble,  afFecSlionate, 
and  devoted  fervant — at  leafl  fuch  were  his  words. 

Now  Sir  Walter,  hearing  that  EfTex  had  gone  to  France, 
leaves  the  bogs  of  Munfter  to  hang  about  her  Grace's  privy 
chamber.     'Tis  a  wondrous  metamorphofis  ! 

And  lo  !  this  '  Shepherd  of  the  Ocemi^  as  the  poet  feigned 
him  to  be,  bringeth  Mafler  Edmund  Spencer.  For,  look 
you : — 

"  Unto  that  goddefs  !  Grace  me  jirjl  etihanc'dy 
And  to  mine  oaten  pipe  ificlined  her  ear^ 

Thatjhe  thenceforth  therein  ^gan  take  delight^ 
And  it  dftr'd  at  timely  hours  to  hear  ; 

All  were  my  notes  but  rude  and  roughly  dightj* 

And  feeing  the  amorous  Lady  loved  the  Mufes'  reed, 
the  ingenious  ICnight  attunes  a  fonnet  on  this  wife ;  being, 
as  it  were,  an  epilogue  to  the  Bard  of  Mulla  his  Pafloral 
Epic,  and  in  his  own  vein  : — 
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"  Methought  Ifaiv  the  grave  ivhere  Laura  lay. 

Within  that  temple  inhere  the  vejlaljlame 
Was  ivont  to  burn  ;  and,  p^Jfi^g  ^  that  nvay. 

To  fee  that  buried  dujl  of  living  fame , 
Whofe  tomb  fair  Love  and  fairer  virtue  kept ; 

Allfuddenly  Ifaw  the  Faery  Qiieen, 
At  whofe  approach  the  foul  of  Petrarch  wept, 

Andfrojn  thencefoi~th  thofe  Graces  luere  not  feen  ; 
For  they  this  Qiieen  atte?uled ;  in  whofe Jlead 

Oblivion  laid  him  down  on  Laura's  hearfe  ; 
Hereat  the  hardefl  Jlones  were  feen  to  bleed. 

And  groans  of  buried  ghofls  the  heavens  did  pierce  ; 
Where  Homer's  fprite  did  tremble  all  for  grief. 
And  curfl  the  accefs  of  that  cekjlial  thief  V^ 

You  may  be  fure  her  Grace  was  pleafed ;  being  flyled 
by  fo  fweet-toned  and  high-touched  poets  "  a  Veflal " 
and  a  "Faery  Queen-,"  knowing  that  ihe  was  more  kind 
than  any  Laura,  and  having  more  fervant  Petrarchs  than 
one  ! 

Then  would  Ralegh  (having  it  all  his  own  way  now) 
amufe  her  Majefty  with  his  fententious  jokes,  his  com- 
parative wit — his  gay  humour,  his  folemn  conceits.  Of 
that  flrange  country,  more  falvage  than  the  Indies — of  their 
primaeval    genealogies !       How    that    adventurers    from 
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Phoenice  coming  there  before  the  flood,  did  yet  find  mighty 
kings,  though  ragged — and  golden-crowned  dynaflies  with- 
out end  !  Then  of  their  chiefs  ;  how  all  men  there  were 
of  royal  defcent,  at  the  leafl ;  faying  he  well  knew  that  old 
Lady  the  Countefs  of  Defmond,  who  affirmed  llie  had  danced 
with  Richard  of  Gloucefter,  a  nice  and  fprightly  gallant 
(fhe  laid)  in  King  Edward  Plantagenet's  Court.  "  She 
hath  been  widow  now  this  century  and  a  half:  and  the 
fucceilive  Earls  pay  her  jointure  grudgingly  !" 

"  Go  to — go  to  ! "  quoth  Elizabeth.  "  Was  fhe  not 
married  again  and  again  in  all  that  time  ? " 

And  you  may  be  fure  the  jealous  Knight  did  not  fpare 
to  tell  her  Grace  how  his  contemned  rival,  the  young  Earl, 
puffed  up  with  vain-glory,  was  wont  to  put  his  own  perfon 
in  danger  at  the  fiege  of  Roan ;  otherwife  than  her 
Majefly's  Lieutenant  and  General  of  her  Forces  fhould. 
How  in  a  menacing  and  fierce  fpirit  he  had  put  his  brother's 
dead  body  into  a  leaden  coffin,  carrying  it  in  the  van  with 
the  intent  to  bear  it  into  that  hated  town  by  the  breach  at 
the  afTault ;  the  very  road,  quoth  he,  that  poor  Walter 
himfelf  would  have  led  them,  had  not  curft  death  cut  him 
oiF !     And  then^  with  a  more  private  burfl  of  chivalrous 
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difdain,  how  he  did  hazard  himfelf  at  Gournay  by  trail- 
ing of  a  pike  ;  approaching  the  place  like  a  common  foldier, 
to  the  main  delight  of  the  ignorant  troops,  who,  under- 
flanding  brute  courage  more  than  the  fphere  of  a  prudent 
leader,  conceived  magnanimous  reports  of  him  accord- 
ingly. And  how  one  day  he  would  fain  go  a-hawking 
i'  th'  midfl  of  the  enemy's  country;  delighting  himfelf  till 
he  w^as  dangeroully  forced  from  that  field-fport  by  a  larger 
meiny. 

"  'Twas  jufl:  the  kind  o'  brag,"  faid  Ralegh,  "  I  have 
feen  in  Ireland  •,  when  in  their  drunken  feafls  one  will 
rufh  madly  through  the  crowd,  dragging  his  calf-fkin  by 
the  tail  (his  body  naked  elfe).  *  Touch  that  an  ye  dare!' 
Another  fhouting  bravely,  *  Shew  me  him  that  ft  ruck 
Dempfey  ! '  as  if  indignantly  to  avenge  or  to  redrefs  fome 
imaginary  aft  of  tyranny ;  when  in  truth  neither  was  there 
any  Dempfey  nor  any  one  ftruck  !  But  'tis  all  one," 
purfued  he,  "  fo  they  can  fight :  friend  or  foe,  he  is  the 
befi:  loved  who  firft  entereth  the  quarrel !  For  they  love 
blows  better  than  drink,  and  liquor  more  than  love."  So 
the  Queen  faid,  "  Enough  ! "  for  fhe  knew  the  Earl  of 
EfTex  was  a  gentle  chevalier,  and  not  a  hedloring  bully : 
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and  Ihe  perceived  how  advifedly  Sir  Walter  fpake,  though 
he  feemed  to  be  but  joking. 

And  thus  it  happened  :  for  before  my  Lord  left  Roan  he 
fent  a  challenge  to  Villars,  governor  of  that  town,  in  thefe 
proud  terms — 

*'  Si  vous  voulez  combattre  vous  meme  a  cheval  ou  a 
pied,  je  maintiendrai  que  la  querelle  du  Roi  (Henri  IV.) 
eft  plus  jufle  que  celle  de  la  Ligue,  et  que  ma  MaitreiTe 
eft  plus  belle  qu  la  votre  !  " 

Now,  to  end  this  matter  of  the  Gallic  wars,  you  mufl 
know  how  that  great  French  Proteftant,  King  Henry  IV., 
became  fhortly  reconciled  to  the  Church  of  Rome.  A 
forrowful  hearing  for  the  Hugonots  !  An  indignity  to  our 
Queen,  who  had  paid  fuch  vaft  fums  in  the  behoof  of  fo  holy 
and  hopeful  a  caufe.  Ah,  what  grief !  ah,  what  regret ! 
ah,  what  pangs  feized  her  royal  heart !  But,  alas  !  money 
will  not  buy  Creeds  ;  though  there  be  thofe  who  would 
purchafe  Heaven  itfelf  an  it  might  be  \  and  that,  too,  with 
other  folk's  gold. 

"  'Twas  policy  !  "  quoth  'Zekiel. 

"  Ay  !  to  fhift  his  religious  doublet,  like  !  " 
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"  An  it  be  fo,"  saith  one  Sir  Oracle ;  "  look  to  it,  my 
word,  he  fliall  foon  mifcarry  !  " 

"  Truly,  fir,  and  turn  his  fmock ;  for  they'll  now  fhrive 
him,  as  the  faying  is,  to  the  fhift !  "  puts  in  Mailer  Tarleton, 
idly. 

"  I  remember  me  of  a  fmall  boy,"  faith  the  grave  gen- 
tleman— "  I  remember  me  of  a  fmall  boy  who  told  a  little 
fib,  as  fain  to  'fcape  the  condign  punifhment  of  fome  flight 
wantonnefs.  Well !  prefentiy  the  monitor  would  inveigle 
him  into  fuch  a  maze  of  fhuffles,  equivocations,  and  lies, 
that  he  mufl:  needs  yield  to  a  double  chaflifement.  So 
'tis,  I  opine,  when  men,  for  a  fuppofed  good  end,  will  thrufl: 
away  that  fecret  advifer  who  giveth  the  nay-word  to  their 
inward  hearts  •,  they  fliall  be  thrufl  on  from  weaknefs  to 
folly,  and  from  folly  to  fm,  and  fo  from  fm  to  deflruftion." 

"  True  for  you,  learned  fir  \  but,  might  it  not  be  a  mat- 
ter o'  confcience  ? " 

"  Then,  fir  (by  your  leave),  let  that  matter  refl  with  our 
controverfial  divines  \  and  wifli  them  joy  of  it.  For  you 
and  me,  and  fuch  like,  fir,  e'en  let  us  ferve  God,  as  her 
Majefly  dire6leth,  according  to  the  rites  of  the  Church  of 
England. 


CHAPTER  X\^ 

''  Leav'mg  me  nofign^ 
Save  men^s  opinions^  and  my  living  bloody 
ToJIiow  the  Ivor  Id  I  am  a  gentlemen  T 

King  Richard  II.  act  iii.  sc.  i. 

^^^pOW  while  EfTex  courted  blows,  as  fain  to  have 
^S^iia  ^^^  armour  dinted  and  his  plumes  draggled,  {o 
^^^^1  he  might  earn  approving  fmiles  and  ladies' 
favours  ;  Sir  Thomas  amufed  himfelf  burnifliing  up  the  old 
coats,  mail,  and  plate,  wiping  the  ihields,  fhaking  the  flags, 
and  fuch  like  !  You  may  be  fure  the  Zutphen  ftandard 
and  the  Lifbon  pike  had  honourable  places  !  Then  Wil  - 
ham's  harnefs  mufl  be  put  up  on  a  wooden  figure  i'  th' 
corner  o'  the  Great  Hall  (his  beaver  down ;  for  there  was 
no  copying  his  face,  fo  Dam.e  Elizabeth  and  Mflrefs  Helen 
faid).     The  effigy  holdeth  a  long  tilting  fpear,  at  point  of 
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which  hangs  the  maunch  won  in  Portingale.  On  his 
bread,  fupported  by  his  left  arm,  is  his  fhield,  paling  Beron- 
faw.  'Twas  a  pretty  fight,  the  glad  wife  faid  j  fo  fhe  kifTed 
him,  laughingly. 

"  Thou'rt  doubly  crofTed  now,  Will !  "  quoth  fhe. 

"  How's  that,  fweet  Nell !  "  faid  he. 

"  Thy  Cheney  Crofs,  heart,  is  matched  with  my  Beron- 
faw  Crofs  !  footh,  la  !  " 

"  Then  fhall  we  have  no  lack  o'  crolTes,  pretty  fweeting  ! 
Grant  we  grow  not  too  proud." 

"  'Tis  a  content  fpirit  beareth  the  Crofs,  "Will !  " 

"  Ay,  Nell ;  and,  as  every  Angel  beareth  a  Crofs,  I  am 
content  that  thou  Jfhould  be  my  angel — eh  ?  " 

"  And  thou  mine,  fweet  Hufband  !  " 

And  Sir  Thomas  he  made  fome  note  that  both  the  blazon- 
ings  were  "  Flory  •,  "  or,  as  he  faid,  fhould  be  "  Fleury,"  i.  e.y 
with  the  Sprigs  o'  the  Lily  at  end.  Arguing  thence  that 
his  houfe  fhould  flourifh  "  Sub  hocfig7ioP 

And  it  came  to  pafs  that  about  this  time  William  had 
need  to  ride  to  London.  And  being,  in  that  place,  to  and 
fro  at  the  "  Great  Harry,"  he  would  fall  on  fuch  and  fuch 
talk  as  was  ufual  there.   News  had  come  of  Effex's  prowefs  \ 
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but  there  was  the  fad  tale  of  poor  Walter's  death.  Of 
many  matters  being  at  the  time  important ;  but  foon  for- 
gotten. Things  of  the  nonce.  Sayings  that,  like  the  dis- 
folved  cloud,  leave  no  memory.  A(fi:s  which  are  unknown 
after  a  while,  as  the  track  o'  the  fhip  i'  the  fea. 

It  was  here,  one  evening,  juft  before  the  great  peftilence 
broke  out,  that  my  Lo.  Southampton  ftiewed  a  young  gen- 
tleman to  the  company,  whom  he  entreated  to  ufe  refpe£l- 
fully,  as  a  hopeful  genius  and  friend  of  his. 

Whereupon  William  and  fome  others  took  note  that  he 
was  comely  and  likely  to  look  at ;  having  a  juft  mien  in  his 
gait ;  neither  haughty  nor  fervile  j  for  while  his  brow  was 
fad  his  eye  was  merry.  So  you  might  know  at  once  there 
was  gravity  without  bitternefs,  and  gay  humours  chaflened 
from  folly ;  and  the  graceful  fmoothnefs  of  his  countenance 
feemed  to  controul  and  combine  thefe  oppofites,  making  a 
fweet  harmony  of  character,  as  do  contrary  and  diverfe  founds, 
brought  fkilfully  into  one  concent,  create  delightful  mufic. 

Truly,  for  one  of  gentle  blood  (if  he  were  fach),  his  nofe 
was  curt,  his  upper  lip  efpecially  long.  Yet  was  the  for- 
mer fine  ;  peculiar,  as  fliewing  fome  concrete  vigour  :  and 
his  mouth,  if  too  full  and  thick  for  your  painter's  conceit  of 
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beauty,  enough  in  its  own  way,  fnice  its  fniiles  were 
affeftionately  bent  and  paffionate. 

Then  there  was  ever  fome  intelligence  'twixt  thefe  oflents 
and  what  was  pafling  inward  with  him.  He  feemed  to 
have  that  repofe  and  power — that  life  and  infpiration  which 
you  may  have  feen  and  thought  about  when  watching  the 
Great  Sea,  lulled.  No  motion  on  it  but  the  fparkle  of  the 
funbeam.  No  found  but  that  imaginary  echo  in  the  tenant- 
lefs  fhell.  Yet  where  was  the  plummet  could  fathom  the 
depth  of  that  ocean-mind  ?  Whofe  the  lithefome  intelleff 
who  fliould  follow  his  brighter  fpirit,  filently  playing  on 
the  surface  ? 

William,  bowing  courteoufly,  fpake  to  him  :  though  a 
year  or  two  younger,  he  was  elder  in  the  "  Great  Harry," 
and  a  Knight's  heir  of  a  worfhipful  family  befide. 

"  Of  what  County,  may  I  make  bold,  fair  fir  ? " 

"  Of  Yv^arwickfhire,  an  it  pleafe  you,"  quoth  the 
ft  ranger. 

"  Know' ft  my  coufm,  Greville  ?  or  the  good  Earl  Am- 
brofe  ?  or  " 

"  Nay,  gentle  fir,  I  am  but  a  poor  3'eoman's  fon  !  " 

"  'Tis  no  offence  to  fay  thou  hall:  a  noble  bearing,  fir  !  " 
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faid  William,  holding  out  his  hand :  "  'twill  be  an  honour 
to  me,  fir,  an  thou  accept  my  friendfrnp  !  " 

The  foft  eye  dilated  and  the  delicate  beard  ruflied — but 
only  as  would  a  feather  breathed  on  by  a  child — when  the 
ftranger,  bending  very  low,  took  the  proffered  compliment. 
The  grafp  was  more  manly  than  the  voice,  which  faid — 

"  End  words,  dear  fir,  would  falve  rude  wounds :  but 
(being  whole)  your  kinder  anions  make  me  ill  at  eafe  !  " 

"  Go  to  !  "  faid  William,  pleafantly. 

"  Our  friend,"  put  in  my  Lo.  Southampton — "  our 
friend  hath  a  good  coat,  Cheney.  «  A  Golden  Spear '  in 
bend,  I  think,  is't  not  ? " 

"  Fie  !  fie  !  my  good  Lord,"  quoth  Mafler  Camden,  for 
your  Lordfhip  to  be  ignorant  in  Heraldry  argues  dereliftion  ! 
The  coat  is  '  Or,  on  a  fable  betid,  a  /pear  0'  th'' field'  Dethic 
granted  it  fome  fifty  years  agone.     The  creft " 

"  No  yeoman  beareth  "— 

"  Pardon  !   «  a  falcon  '  " 

"  Oh,  never  mind  thefe  things  ! "  quoth  my  Lord  \  "  let's 
to  fupper  ! " 

Sir  Loin  of  Veal  and  a  Kid  extraordinarily  fluffed,  fome 
ftewed  Pidgeons  and  tiny  Kickfhaws,  were  on  tlie  board. 
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But  William  was  filent ;  reflefting  on  the  modefty  of  him 
who,  having  coat  armour  and  a  creft,  fliould  yet  call 
himfelf  a  Yeoman's  fon  ;  and  admiring  that  Dethic  fhould 
have  given  a  Bend  to  any  but  a  Knight.  There  feemed, 
too,  fomething  familiar  in  this  gentleman's  face  !  'Twas  not 
quite  unknown  to  him.  Had  he  feen  him  before  ?  where  ? 
when  ?  Not  at  Cambridge  ?  nor  in  the  Indies,  furely  ?  At 
Chenies  on  fome  gaudy  day,  perhaps  ?  On  the  Friar's, 
when  the  boys  got  furious  againft  the  Pope  and  Cardinals  ? 

This  is  not  R.  Burbage  ?  who,  then  ? not  R.  Tarleton, 

certainly  ?  "Why,  he  hath  more  humour  in  his  eye  and  chin 
(not  to  fpeak  o'  th'  corner  of  his  lip)  than  the  Court  jefler 
and  Sir  Walter  Ralegh  to  boot  !  Now  is  he  like  that 
brave  and  ingenious  ICnight  !  Only  more  grave,  more 
gay  !  Not  fo  great  in  body,  nor  fo  felf-afluming.  Gentler 
in  manner  as  in  afpe6l.  But  of  more  largenefs,  felf-con- 
fidence,  modefty,  and  all  gentlenefs  compact !  Does  he 
not  refemble  Francis  Bacon  ?  Ay ;  but  Francis  hath 
another  leer.  Francis  looketh  you  not  fo  flraight  a  face, 
is  not  fo  ingenuous.  Holdeth  not  fuch  fweet  converfe 
with  your  heart  as  may  this  one.  Francis,  is  he  as  broad 
i'    the   brow  ?     Not   fo   high,  verily  j    nor   like    Arched. 
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Neither  fo  keen  an  eye,  nor  fo  happy  a  fmiie,  nor  fo  free  a 
ftep,  nor  fo  firm  a  motion.  There  is  no  contentment  at 
all  in  Francis's  look.  Here  is  a  confcience  embodied. 
Hope  fits  on  the  Crown ;  Faith  peers  out  o'  th'  window  \ 
and  Charity  laugheth  from  under  his  formal  mouftache  ! 

Oh,  you  fhall  hear  the  jokes  crackling  and  flying  about 
the  nether  end  of  the  table  where  this  ftranger  fits  !  My 
Lord,  at  top,  not  letting  the  embers  die  out  for  want  of 
fanning  and  ftirring,  either. 

"  'Tis  a  Flemilh  apology  for  our  magnanimous  Ox  !  Pll 
none  of  your  white-livered,  cowardly  Calves  !  " 

"  When  did'fl  fee  Sir  Loin  run  a  tilt  for  his  wife  ? " 

"  'Tis  a  courageous  Veal,  fir ;  by  your  leave  uncomplain- 
ingly carries  a  knife  in  his  kidney  j  faying  to  all,  Come,  cut 
me!" 

"  And  the  fufficient  Kid  .? " 

"  StufFed,  like  a  Frenchman,  with  Gallic  maladies  and 
flewed  pruines  ! " 

The  poor  Pidgeons  !  Marry,  they  had  need  fly  for  it ! 
Such  fcoffings  !  Yet  fweet  fayings  came  in  with  the  ban- 
quet. One  faying,  "  You  fhall  find  ftrawberries  i'  th'  wood 
when  ye  be  walking  retiredly  with  your  ladye-love  ;  but 
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have  a  care  o'  the  nettles  o'  top ! "  others  following 
prettily. 

William  was  perplexed,  you  fee,  being  country  bred,  at 
iiich  a  quick  venew  of  wit.  Yet  when  came  in  the  Sack, 
mine  hofl  (one  Pottles)  bought  from  Captain  Drake,  coming 
from  the  Indies  the  year  of  the  Armado,  he  gat  courage ; 
telling  the  company  how  he  (William)  was  prefent  in  the 
Gulf  of  Florida,  helping  in  that  exploit,  and  how  they  took 
that  prize  out  of  a  rich  carrack  belonging  to  one  Don 
Guzman  da  Vino,  of  fome  illand.  Then  did  they  all 
merrily  pledge  Mafter  Cheney  in  that  brave  liquor ;  thofe 
who  knew  him,  remembering  in  their  'roufe  the  good  Sir 
Thomas  alfo. 

"  'Tis  a  temptation,  fir,  the  Admiral  cannot  chufe  but  fall 
under.  For  this  Vino  Secco  any  man  would  fack  the 
Spaniard,  land  caflle,  water  caftle,  and  what  elfe  ! " 

"  I  marvel  he,  having  fo  ftrong  an  inducement,  hath  not 
red  blood  enow  to  fight  in  its  behalf." 

"  A  hogfhead  on't  is  worth  a  many  of  his  knaves'  cos- 
tards." 

"  Our  (hips  do  'fcape  their  ordnance,  fir  :  'tis  wonderful  j 
pray,  how  ? " 
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"  Why,  being  lighter,  fir,  and  more  yarely  tacked,  we 
come  within  range  (below  it,  I  may  fiy),  yet  beyond  reach  ; 
fo,  while  their  fhot  fly  over  our  heads  (their  engines  touch- 
ing us  not),  we  difcharge  our  artillery  at  their  bare  hulls." 

"  'Tis  a  juft  Nemefis  to  flrike  him  'twixt  wind  and  water, 
who  is  fo  bottomed  in  pride  as  your  Don." 

And  now  they  talk  of  France  :  the  war  ftill  pending. 
Eifex  yet  before  Roan.  His  chivalrous  humours :  his 
kindly  heart :  his  generous  fpirit :  his  eager  love  for  Poetry  : 
his  foft  fl-yle  of  writing,  and  fcholarly  taftes.  And  thus 
each  interchanges  with  the  other  fome  little  incident  or  feel- 
ing which  has  endeared  the  young  hero  Earl  to  all. 

So  they  return  to  and  fro  (in  their  fpeech)  to  Roan,  and 
the  trailing  o'  the  pike  at  Gournay,  which  brings  up  the 
memory  of  Lifbon,  and  the  promifed  breach  in  the  old 
walls.  And  then  they  fall  back  on  the  memorable  fiege 
of  Roan  in  King  Henry  Sixth's  infancy.  Bedford  in  his 
chair  before  the  gate.  How  the  Pucella  gat  her  into  the 
town  fecretly.  How  the  great  Talbot  bandied  with  the 
maid.  Then  of  Talbot :  did  he  not  outwit  that  treacherous 
Countefs  of  Auvergne  ?  And  do  not  the  mothers  in  thofe 
parts  yet  ufe  to  Aill  their  babes  with  "  'Ware  Talbot." 

VOL.  II.  O 
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"  Grant,"  faid  one,  "  they  may  hereafter  cry  "  'Ware 
EfTex ! " 

"  Nay  !  nay  !  my  Lord  is  tender-hearted  !  " 

"  Nor  Talbot  ?  Oh,  mark  how  he  did  deplore  his  poor 
fon's  death  !  Loath  to  furvive  fo  dear  a  lofs,  triumphantly 
perifhing  in  a  fea  of  blood,  ftill  winding  his  fond  arms 
fhroud-like  over  the  fmeared  corpfe  of  his  own  firft-born  ! 
Oh  !  Talbot,  like  all  brave  naen,  was  kind  !  "  And  the 
ftranger  made  fome  notes  in  his  tables. 

So  they  fpake  on  thefe  matters  for  a  while,  and  of  the 
flrong  iron  men  of  thofe  days.  Of  the  good  Duke 
Humphrey  and  his  rivalry  with  the  wicked  Cardinal.  Of 
the  miferable,  unhappy  end  of  both.  Of  Warwick  and 
of  Salifbury. 

"  'Tis  a  complicate  pedigree,"  quoth  Mafter  Camden — 
<^  a  complicate  pedigree ;  for  there  were  two  Earls  of 
Warwick,  Beauchamp  and  Nevil ;  and  two  Earls  of  Salif- 
bury, Montacute  and  Nevil.  And  thefe  latter  Nevils,  father 
and  fon." 

And  William  faid,  'twas  a  fhame  of  the  hiftorian  to 
write  down  Faftolf  as  a  coward  j  telling  how  his  Ipurs 
had  been  hacked  off,  and  himfelf  degraded  from  the  dignity 
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of  a  Knight :  for  his  father  well  knew  the  tomb  of  the  faid 
Sir  John  in  Pulham-Mary  Church  in  Norfolk,  where  he  lay  ; 
his  effigy  in  gilt  armour  :  two  efcocheons  befide  him.  The 
one  his  own  coat :  t'  other  the  Crofs  of  S.  George.  The 
Order  proving  that  he  died  a  Knight  o'  the  Garter  any 
how. 

Then  one  fell  on  memory  of  the  dufky  torch  of  Mortimer. 
How  there  feemed  ever  to  be  a  Mortimer  in  the  dark  paf- 
fages  of  Hiftory  •,  none  knowing  when  the  laft  of  that 
family  became  extinguifhed. 

"  Had  the  Earl  of  March  borne  himfelf  feemly/'  faid 
William,  "  his  iffue  fhould  have  worn  the  Royal  Crown 
hereditary ;  avoiding  the  whole  contention  of  the  younger 
houfes." 

So  they  argued  again  (though  pleafantly)  the  quarrel  of 
the  Rofes ;  looking  out  o'  windows  to  the  fpot  in  the 
Temple  Gardens  where  'twas  faid  to  have  begun.  The 
company  was  fatisfied,  be  fure ;  for  none  knew  the  graver 
matters  better  than  Camden — none  the  heroical  parts  more 
fully  than  William — and  none  took  more  note  of  either  than 
the  fl ranger. 

Prefently  you  might  have  heard  my  Lord  Southampton 
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(back  again  at  Roan)  loud  on  the  point.  How  the  French 
in  thofe  wars  were  cowardly  knaves  to  be  led  by  a  giglot 
wench.  That  it  would  pleafure  him  (her  Majefty's  allowance 
had)  to  go  camp  with  my  Lord  of  EfTex,  fo  he  might  make 
trial  of  his  prowefs  againft  fome  enemy. 

''  They  be  Pucellanimous  knaves,  thofe  Frenchmen  ! " 

"  They  be  ever  fhewn  fo  on  the  ftage,  however/^  anfwered 
another. 

Then  Mafler  Camden,  following  in  a  myflerious  vein, 
would  avow  his  opinion  that  fhe  of  Orleans  was  in  very 
deed  a  Witch,  inftigated  by  the  devil  himfelf. 

"  And  I,"  quoth  William,  floutly ;  "  I  will  ftand  to  't, 
that  Joan  of  Arc  was  as  true  and  chivalrous  a  girl  as  fhe 
was  innocent  and  holy  maid  ! " 

"  'Tis  a  fair  challenge,  fir  1 "  faid  one. 

"What?  r  th'  Dolphin's  hand?"  interpofed  my  lord 
— "  innocent  ? " 

"  'Twould  have  been  impoffible  elfe  ! "  cried  Claren- 
cieux.  "  None  would  have  been  fo  conftant  in  fuccefs  but 
with  evil  aid  ! " 

"  An  ye  make  her  better  wifdom  and  viftory  the  argu- 
ment of  her  witchcraft,  Mafler  Camden,  ye  fhall  e'en  go 
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near  to  father  fools  and  cowards  other  where  than  ye 
intend,  I  trow  ! " 

The  King-at-Arms  was  not  a  httle  alTiamed  of  himfelf ; 
but  he  prefently  worked  out  the  problem  in  his  own  wife 
head,  and  fo  his  honeft  heart  acknowledged  his  error. 

"  Well,  gentlemen,"  faid  William — "  well,  I  hold  the 
conceit  of  her  wickednefs  is  a  mere  fuperftition,  grounded 
on  their  ignorance  who  firft  were  fhamed  by  her  greater 
fortitude  and  wit.  Now  'twas,  in  my  judgment,  to 
fmother  their  own  glaring  fliames  in  the  allies  of  her  fup- 
pofed  witchcraft,  that  they  burned  the  poor  faviour  of  their 
country." 

"  'Twas  a  fuperflition  of  thofe  times  which  better  wifdom 
frees  us  from." 

"  Your  pardon,  fir,  'tis  flill  the  penalty.  Firff  the 
horfepond — then  the  fire  !  If  they  fink,  there  an  end  •,  if 
fwim,  they  fhall  have  their  fkins  dried,  I  warrant  ye :  fo  let 
ugly  old  women  look  to  't ! " 

"  'Tis  abhominably  cruel  and  unnatural ! " 

"  'Tis  feldom  ufed.     Thefe  days" 

"  Excufe  me,  fir,  you  fhall  not  forget  thofe  poor  gentle- 
men (traitors  I  admit)  who  fuffered  at  Tyburn  the  year 
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before  the  Armado.  Their  death  was  horrible — mofl 
horrible!" 

"  I  am  correfted,  fir." 

"  Superflition,"  quoth  the  flranger,  "  is  but  as  a  cafe  of 
clothes  that  changeth  with  the  fafhion  !  If  your  doublet  be 
tight-fitting  at  this  prefent,  your  lloppes,  peradventure,  fhall 
he  fluffed  out  anon.  If  you  have  to-morrow  (being  Sunday) 
a  peafecod-bellied  coat,  guarded  bravely,  you  fhall  by 
"Wednefday  go  in  breeches  cut  clofe  by  your  leg.  The 
humour  changes  :  but  you  flill  go  in  Doublet  and  Hofe." 

"  I  hold  it  a  mere  Paganifm,"  faid  William,  getting  warm, 
as  would  his  father  on  fuch  a  matter.  "  'Tis  mere  Paganifm 
to  credit  tales  of  witchcraft." 

"  Fie  !  fie  ! "  faid  fome.  William  looked  rather  fierce  ; 
but  the  ftranger  interpofed,  as  if  not  noticing  others,  pur- 
fuing  his  own  ideas. 

"  Either  you  believe  too  much  or  too  little.  If  too  much, 
I  call  you  fuperflitious — if  too  little,  atheifl.  The  naked 
believer,  fir,  like  the  natural  unaccommodated  man,  is  not 
for  modern  fociety  ! " 

"  So,  you  don't  think  the  girl  a  giglot .''" 

"  Nor  a  witch,  fir  .^ " 


The  Stranger  a  Poet.  I  pp 

"  ril  neither  counterdift  fo  loving  a  Lurd,  nor  queftion 
metaphyfics  with  fo  compleat  a  fcholar  as  Mafler  Camden 
Clarencieux.  You  fliall  give  me  leave,  my  lingular  dear 
Lord,  to  leave  you  ! "  So  faying,  with  a  gay  flourifh  of  his 
hat  and  a  low  bow,  the  flranger  left  the  room. 

And  William  was  importunate  with  my  Lord  Southampton 
to  know  all  about  this  pleafant  gentleman,  who  fpake  fo 
genially  on  every  fubjeft ;  mixing  wit  and  wifdom,  ex- 
perience and  imagination.  For  (as  it  feemed)  what  his  eye 
obferved  or  his  ear  witneffed,  that  his  brain  fubtly  reflected 
on,  and  his  tongue  expreffed  inffcantly — without  an  effort — 
moft  happily.  The  thought,  as  it  were,  fpake  itfelf.  His 
fpirit  to  your  fpirit ! 

So  the  Earl  told  William  this  was  a  young  Poet  who 
had  writ  a  few  fonnets,  dedicating  to  hun  the  firfl  heir  of 
his  invention. 

Then  William  confidered  within  himfelf  whether  this 
might  be  fuch  a  Poet  as  Effex  had  hoped  for,  and  Sidney 
had  foretold  j  one  who  fhould  be  for  all  time. 


CHAPTER  XVL 


*'  Perfons  there  be  that  are  hi  nature  faithful^  and  fincere^ 

and  plain y  and  direEf  :  not  crafty  and  involved.     Let  Princes^ 

above  all^  draw  to  thernfelves  fuchj^ 

^  Bacon,  Essays,  xx. 


E  feigneur,  en  f'embarquant  pour  1'  Angle- 
terre,     tira     fon     Epee,     et    en     baifa    la 

lame." 

So  wrote  the  French  Embafladour ;  and  accordingly 
EiTex  returned  home.  A  mortified  man,  truly  !  For  what 
had  he  done  to  fatisfy  a  glorious  fpirit  ?  How  much,  and  to 
what  end  ?  Yet  domeftic  duties,  which  ambitious  men  are 
apt  to  poftpone  to  public  cares,  often  fugar  over  the  bitter 
morfel  of  failure  :  nay,  of  reproof.  The  Earl  came  jufl:  in 
time  to  comfort  his  Countefs,  who  had  now  borne  him  a 
fecond  fon.  And  thus  there  grew  fome  confolation  to  him- 
felf  •,  calling  the  Uttle  one  after  his  lofl  brother,  Walter. 

And  many  thoughts  of  early  days  rofe  up  in  his  bofom : 
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and  many  forrowing  tears  fell  afrejdi  even  at  that  hopeful 
tide. 

Now,  having  tried  the  wild  fports  of  chafe  and  forefl, 
the  chivalrous  flouriflies  of  tournay  and  the  real  warfare : 
being  expert  in  thefe,  though  not  content,  Effex  cannot 
refl  the  mere  tafTel  to  her  Grace's  footftool.  He  who 
hath  felt  true  love  and  is  twice  a  father  :  how  fhall  he  flatter 
and  fawn  upon  thofe  fplnfler  ladies  about  the  Court  ? 
After  a  life  fo  ftirring  as  his  had  been,  who  would  fit  in 
idle  cell  ? 

Ay  !  but  what  to  do  ?  How  many  a6lors  would  there 
be  did  fome  great  playwright  fet  each  one  his  role  ! — We 
are  all  fit  for  fomething ! 

When  thofe  you  held  mofl  dear  have  died  for  country, 
will  you  not  be  Patriot  ?  The  memory  of  a  father  who  for 
the  commonweal  alTayed  fo  much,  fo  generouily  peridiing 
in  that  behalf,  fhould  not  the  fon  emulate — nay,  might  he 
not  furpafs  ?  Not  in  a  diftant  barbarous  land — but  here 
at  home  i'  th'  highefl  room?  His  was  the  greater  hope, 
the  firmer  footing,  the  advantage  every  way.  Already  he 
was  (fpear  in  reft)  the  foremoft,  likeliefi:  man  to  do  what 
fhould   be    done.      The   bruit   of  his    high    name    (none 


202  The  Noble  Traytour, 


nobler) :  his  own  early  prowefs  :  the  Queen's  affection 
for  him — all  confent  to  give  him  higheft  place.  The 
People  love  him  for  his  romantic  courage,  his  mag- 
nanimous behaviour,  and  dalhing  largefTes.  The  Gentles 
honour  him  for  affability  and  a  liberal  heart :  his  Peers  are 
proud  of  him  \  for  he  is  a  fcholar  and  an  intelligent 
patron  of  the  learned.  A  brave  foldier,  a  kind  man,  with 
an  honeft  purpofe  and  an  earnefl  w^ill,  Queen,  Lords  and 
Commons  to  boot,  fhould  not  EfTex  be  the  firfl  Earl  in 
England  ? 

Alas  !  that  the  man  of  adfion  fliould  conceive  himfelf 
fit  for  all  works  of  thought ! 

Her  Grace,  t'other  day,  transformed  a  good  lailor  into 
an  indifferent  Biihop  (Cork,  to  wit)  :  a  tolerable  dancing- 
mafler  fhe  made  Lord  High  Chancellor !  Her  Channel 
fleet  (look  you)  may  fome  day  fail  under  the  flag  of  a 
State  Secretary,  or  the  care  of  her  Royal  confcience  haply 
be  given  to  him  who  keepeth  not  his  own  under  feal. 

Alas  !  Alas  !  Effex  will  embark  in  a  craft  yclepped 
Politicks  !  In  his  overweaning  felf-value,  the  young  Lord 
holdeth  himfelf  for  a  fit  pilot  !  Walfmgham,  who  would 
have  taught  him  how  to  trim  fail,  his  wit  is  laid.     Burghley, 
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will  he  (hew  the  trick,  who  flill  in  a  palfified  clutch 
holdeth  the  rudder  ? 

'Tis  a  fearful  thing  to  be  upon  the  wide  dark  fea  alone  ! 
In  a  crazy  cock,  hulling  to  and  fro.  The  wind  whirling 
and  whirring  through  the  rigging :  the  waves  fpirting  up 
among  the  planks.  More  water  coming  in  than  you  can  well 
bale  out.  Then  the  flraining  and  cracking  and  fplitting  of 
cordage  and  fpars,  which  your  fingle  hand  cannot  reftrain, 
or  tie,  or  replace.  The  fails  fwagging  :  the  ropes  jerking  : 
the  tiller  tugging  !  Amidft  all  this,  and  as  much  more  as 
you  can  imagine,  fuch  roarings  and  bowlings  and  frantic 
dafhings  and  tofTmgs  !  All  anger  and  fury  about  you. 
You  alone  !  No  light  but  that  on  the  vague  foam  of  the 
billows,  or  on  the  fpray  of  the  fheet  like  rain.  You  alone  ! 
One  only  found  :  the  conjoined  voice  of  thefe  two  Elements, 
the  Air  and  the  Water,  quarrelUng  for  your  drenched  and 
bewildered  carcafe.  You  alone  !  You,  fo  filent,  breathlefs, 
that  in  this  chaos  noife  you  hear  your  own  beating  heart 
tick  out  one  thought — you  alone  ! 

From  a  flormy  ocean  to  a  diflra<fl  kingdom  :  from  a 
difeafed  bark  to  the  unftable  footing  of  policy :  from  the 
helm  of  that  diflrefsful  fhip,  when  cafl  about  on  that  boif- 
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terous  fea,  you  fliall  draw  your  metaphor.  "  'Tis  a 
figure  "  (as  Goodman  Graves  would  fay).  You  fee  how  it 
is  ?  "  An  ingenious  mind/'  Horneboke  hath  it,  "  is  capable 
o'  the  figure."  Effex  will  put  out  as  an  adventurer  in  a 
bottom  of  his  own  ;  himfelf  the  fieerfman.  Whither  is  he 
going  ?  Why  will  he  at  all  go  ?  That  fcarfed  boat,,  what 
hath  he  to  do  with  it  ?  'Tw^as  worm-eaten,  leaky,  cranky, 
fplit,  warped,  {trained  wdiilolm.  Lately  it  hath  been  nailed 
and  fcrewed,  botched  and  cobbled,  puttied  and  painted, 
greafed  and  pitched.     "  Zounds  !    Sir,  is  it  yet  feaworthy  ?  " 

Walfmgham  hath  paffed  a  fail-cloth  under  the  keel ;  fo 
undergirding  the  veffel.  Burghley  hath  caft  out  all  the 
ballaft.  Leicefter  and  Hatton  put  in  fome  heavy  ordnance. 
"  Will  flie  go  before  the  wind,  trow'ft  ? "  "  Will  fhe 
carry  ? " 

The  Earl  of  Effex  hoifis  all  fail.  St.  George  !  St. 
George ! 

Now,  to  drop  the  pretty  metaphor,  and  no  longer  palter 
with  fo  ferious  a  matter  in  a  double  fenfe,  one  cannot  be- 
lieve my  Lord  would  undertake  fo  great  a  charge  (he  being 
only  in  his  twenty-fifth  year)  had  he  not  both  feen  the 
necelTity  for  fo  doing,  and  believed  his  own  fitnefs  for  it. 
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Truly,  if  you  have  followed  this  History,  fir,  you  will 
admit  that  there  was  need  of  fome  reform. 

Putting  afide  (jufl  to  propitiate  your  prejudices)  the  fa6l 
of  King  Henry  VII.  his  prudence,  what  hath  happened 
fmce  }  From  one  Tyranny  to  another  !  Alack  !  All  our 
noble  families  plucked  up  by  the  very  roots  !  Our  old 
liberties  outraged !  Why,  my  Lord  of  Arundel  was 
arraigned,  yea,  and  atteint  too,  of  treafon,  for  afTaying  to 
leave  this  afflifted  land  !  God  help  him,  ftill  i'  th'  Tower  ! 
Then,  in  confcience  :  why,  fir,  have  not  you  yourfelf  (if  you 
be  but  old  enough)  changed  your  religion  thefe  three 
times,  firfl  to  pleafe  King  Hal ;  then  to  fave  your  life ; 
and  now  again  for  what  reafon  is  beft  known  to  yourfelf? 
and  will  you  not  go  on  fwearing  to  every  article  the 
Queen  fhall  add  to  your  Creed — eh  ?  And  yet  you  go  for 
to  fneer  and  gibe  at  Henry  of  Navarre  for  going  the 
common  flage  from  Geneva  to  Rome,  over  the  Swifs 
mountains  !  Content  yourfelves,  gentlemen  •,  if  you  had 
not  fliifted  your  religious  doublet  (as  one  faid),  your  afs's 
(kin  fliould  have  fhrivelled  up  like  any  fheep's  roll  o'  parch- 
ment there  in  Smithfield.  Go  to  with  your  liberty  !  Ye 
who,  veering  about  with  the  Tudor  Vane,  have  brought  in 
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State  Tyranny  !  Go  to  with  your  confcience  !  Ye  who, 
Icattering  and  deftroying  holy  things,  idolize  your  own  con- 
venticle !  A  man  may  make  an  Idol  of  No  Form  as  hideous 
as  one  of  Old  Form  himfelf. 

Now  any  noble  heart  would  take  care  of  thefe  matters, 
that  they  fhould  be  amended.  For  (let  me  tell  you  in  con- 
fidence— though  you  be  welcome  to  repeat  it)  that  there 
is  more  danger  to  a  State  from  obfequious  Minifters,  fuch  as 
we  have  lately  had,  than  from  abfolute  Kings.  And  fome 
of  your  modern  Puritans  be  far  more  uncharitably  tempered 
than  any  Popifh  Bifhops,  neither  pafling  by  a  Gardner  nor 
a  Bonner.  Thefe  had  a  pretext,  bad  as  it  was.  Kill  the 
body  to  fave  the  foul.  One  hath  heard  lately  of  more  fym- 
pathy  with  the  pains  of  the  flefh :  fewer  fcruples  about 
damnation.  Alfo  there  be  among  us,  peftiferous  unquiet 
fellows  that,  even  fliould  thefe  and  all  other  State  wrongs 
be  redrefTed,  will  not  flint  to  agitate  and  vex,  and  jump  the 
body  politic,  till  they  have  all  chaos  of  their  own  way  ! 

Now,  whether  EfTex  fhall  be  fit  for  this  part  ?  Bethink 
you  of  his  policy  :  for  poor  'Zekiel  will  nor  hearken  to  it ; 
refolving,  if  he  may,  to  go  down  to  Bucks  forthwith.  There 
is    Mailer   Francis   Bacon,  whom  he  hath  entreated  her 


An  it  might  be.  207 


Majefly  to  make  Attorney-General.  And  Mafter  Davifon, 
for  whom  he  hath  again  fought  grace :  he  fhall  be  the 
principal  Secretary.  Oh,  if  he  could  have  the  wife  faws 
and  modern  inftances  of  my  Lo.  Burghley ;  and  the 
cunning  wit  of  Sir  Robert  Cecyl,  his  hopeful  fon  ! 

But  there  be  two  words  to  every  bargain :  and  an  old 
proverb  concerning  the-  hatching  of  eggs.  And  neither  the 
"  Old  Fox  "  nor  the  "  ICid  "  w^ill  part  with  half  their  meal ! 
Perhaps  you  would  fhare  your  own  pudding  with  him  who 
would  fain  take  the  whole  of  it  ? 


CHAPTER  XVn. 

"  Qiiem  Deus  vult  perdere  priiis  clementat,^ 

*'  His  angry  Jleede  did  chide  his  fomi?ig  bitt^ 
As  much  difdayning  to  the  curb  to  yield : 
Full  jolly  Knight  he  feemed^  and  fair  e  didfitty 
As  one  for  Knightly  giiifs  and  fierce  encounters  fitt" 

Faery  Queene,  b.  i.  c.  i. 

|T  is  the  mere  inborn  love  of  the  fweet  thing, 
which  a  certain  poet  tells  us,  urges  the  Cecro- 
pian  bees  to  the  quefition  of  honey.  So  't  muft 
be  !  What  elfe  prompts  feely  folk  to  become  politicians  ? 
Is  it  not  the  very  lafl  refource  of  a  refllefs  and  debofhed 
fpirit,  feeking  to  involve  quiet  people  in  a  common  turmoil  ? 
Your  proie6lors,  forfooth !  Your  flate  coftermongers ! 
What  elfe,  pray,  be  they  ?  For,  again,  without  doubt  the 
moft  peftilent  malcontents  be  moil  prone  to  affecfl  their 
country  ;  {hewing  forth  their  feeming  love  after  a  moft  am- 


Roads  and  Lanes  of  Policy,  209 

phibious  fafhion,  by  the  greedy  devouring  of  the  fame, 
praying  for  it  with  the  tongue  :  preying  on't  with  the  teeth  ! 

One  plea  remains.  If  you  will  do  that  for  the  general 
which  is  manifeflly  for  the  general  good  ;  and  that  without 
private  malice  or  fecret  covetoufnefs — if  [exempli  gratia) 
you  will  forego  thofe  queftioning  implements  our  late 
Secretary  ufed,  notwithftanding  her  Majefty's  proclama- 
tions to  the  contrary — if  you  will  let  alone  the  violence 
both  Hatton  and  Leicefler  put  in  ure,  contrary  to  the 
Statutes  both  of  Mofes  and  of  our  Parliaments — then,  if  you 
will  neither  feek  her  Grace's  fmiles  by  pufhing  on  her 
aggrandifement,  nor  curry  the  voices  of  the  many  by 
defrauding  her  •,  being  dutiful  to  your  Queen  as  to  your 
Parent ;  honeft  to  the  Lieges  as  to  your  own  Brothers ; 
ftriving  and  induflrying  in  all  things  for  their  befl  advan- 
tage and  commodity,  as  under  the  eye  of  that  Providence 
who  put  you  in  that  place  and  to  that  end,  God  fpeed  ! 
God  Ipeed ! 

But  have  a  care,  my  Lord,  o'  the  byeways  through  which 
your,  or  (more  likely)  your  underlings'  lufls,  'tice  and  allure 
you,  from  fo  great  and  glorious  an  undertaking  as  is  the 
fervice  of  your  country.     Have  a  care  lefl,  putting  forth 
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on  that  adventure — maugre  the  flags  and  banners  of  your 
good  promifes  and  large  hopes — you  come  back  fhattered  to 
the  very  keel ;  or  haply  jfhould  founder  altogether  out  at  fea. 
Burghley  was  now  the  only  Statefman  ;  but  he  had  been 
mindful  to  teach  his  likely  fon  the  precedents  of  office.  So 
that,  as  the  old  Treafurer  grew  more  and  more  infirm  in 
the  ufe  of  his  tools,  the  young  clerk  became  better  pradlifed 
in  the  Craft.  And  my  Lo.  B.  had  prayed  her  Majefty  to 
knight  this  Robert  (though  a  deformed  and  weakly  man, 
unfit  for  arms),  and  alfo  to  allow  of  his  help  i'  th'  Privy 
Council  and  elfewhere.  Sir  R.  Cecyl  was  thus  put  on  the 
next  ftep  whenfoever  his  venerable  father  fhould  pafs  over 
the  top  o'  the  ladder. 

Eflex  bethinks  himfelf  of  a  Policy.  'Zekiel  obtaineth 
leave  to  vifit  his  fifter  at  Chenies.  My  lord  engages  fome 
who,  inured  to  Court  praftices,  feel  themfelves  not  a  little 
difobligedj  there  having  been  made  no  adequate  ac- 
knowledgment of  their  fervices.  Antony  Bacon,  coming 
from  abroad,  receives  "  fair  words  :  but  no  fhew  of  real 
kindnefs"  from  his  uncle  Burghley.  And  one  Mafter 
Standen,  an  ingenious  traveller,  expert  in  the  fecretefi  affairs 
of  Spain,  "  hath  no  continuing  engagement  from  my  Lord 
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Treafurer."  Francis  himfelf  had  already  dedicated  his 
"  iludies  to  the  ufe  and  fervice  of  my  Lord  of  Eflex,"  fo 
he  faid :  but,  in  truth,  was  other  wife  moved.  For  he  had 
uttered,  in  the  Parliament,  with  a  kind  of  Saxon  coarfe- 
nefs  (unbecoming  fo  hopeful  a  man),  obftruftions  which 
the  nice  conftitution  of  her  Grace's  flomach  could  not 
digeft :  wherefore  the  royal  gorge  was  caft  at  Francis  ; 
neither  would  the  Queen  allow  of  him  for  her  Attorney 
or  Solicitor  either. 

With  the  help  of  thefe  fo  worthy  gentlemen,  and  a 
great  deal  of  money  to  boot  (which,  by  the  way,  for  the 
fake  of  his  creditors  and  his  family  he  might  otherwife  have 
difburfed),  my  Lord  procureth  all  manner  of  tidings  from 
Foreign  parts.  Thefe  he  will  barter,  as  it  were,  with  other 
ilates  for  fuch  news  as  they  (merchant-like)  have  to  ex- 
change. And,  when  his  budget  be  fwollen  out,  and  his 
horn  puffed  full,  flraight  he  hieth  to  the  Queen,  emptying 
the  one  at  her  feet,  blowing  the  other  in  her  ear  ! 

'Tis  a  great  to  do,  and  at  a  prodigious  coft !  And  to 
what  end  ?  Only  conceive  three  hundred  pounds  for  the 
going  of  an  intelligencer  to  Lyons ;  and  fix  hundred 
crowns  farther  fince  his  return  !  What  fecrets,  in  the  name 
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of  Harpocrates,  are  there  on  the  banks  o'  the  Rhone  or  the 
Saone  worth  fo  much  ? 

Yet  the  heathen  would  propitiate  his  Goddefs  with  a 
Ihrine  to  the  value  of  all  he  had  !  The  Indians  (Sir  Walter 
faith)  overlay  their  temples  with  pure  gold.  Turks  fight 
to  the  death  for  their  Holy  Places  in  Sir  John  Mandeville's 
account  \  and  Jofephus  (not  to  cite  higher  authors)  hath 
as  much  for  the  Jews. 

Time  was,  too,  when  Chriflians  even  thought  it  a  fmall 
matter  cheerfully  to  give  houfe  and  land,  goods  and 
chattels — yea,  life  itfelf — for  one  dear  obje6l ! — 'Tis  not  fo 
nowadays,  alack  for  piety  ! 

A  chivalrous  heart  is  religious  in  its  love.  And  it  was 
to  pleafe  the  Queen  that  Effex  underwent  all  thefe  extrava- 
gancies. Whoever  had  done  whatever,  he  would  furpafs 
him.  "  Aut  C4ar  aut  Nullusr  « 'Tis  not  only,"  faid 
he — "  not  only  what  her  Majefly  fhould  have,  but  what  'tis 
fit  fo  great  an  Earl  as  I  fhould  do  for  fo  compleat  a  fove- 
reign  and  miftrefs  ! "  So  you  fee  our  fapient  ftranger  of  the 
Great  Harry  is  not  far  wrong,  facetiouily  faying, 
"  To  be  iv'ife  in  love  exceeds  marl's  in'ight  I " 

And  her  Grace  was  well  pleafed  at  thefe  zealous  fervices 
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of  her  gallant  chevalier.  What  elfe  ?  Her  Majefly  made 
him  of  her  Mofl:  Honourable  Privy  Council :  (it  raifed  Sir 
Walter's  choler  !)  Now  Ihall  his  intelligence  be  behoveful : 
'twill  match  Old  Burghley's  !  What  elfe  ?— Would  you 
have  the  Queen  fay,  "  Ha  !  this  Earl  hath  a  wit  more 
fearching ;  an  alacrity  more  enduring ;  a  vein  for  bufmefs 
more  expert  than  my  Lord  Treafurer  himfelf !  Was  ever 
Prince  gifted  with  fo  wife  and  difcreet  a  ftatefman  ? "  Nay,- 
nay  !  She  is  herfelf  too  deep  a  politician  fo  to  be  deceived. 

"  'Tis  nought ! "  perhaps  :  or,  "  We  thank  thee,  Effex, 
for  thy  care  of  our  Royal  pleafure  in  the  matter  ! "  That's 
the  Court  ftyle,  fir,  and  enough  praife  as  praife  goeth. 

As  a  high  mettle  horfe  trotted  out  to  fhow  his  paces  :  as 
a  fchool-boy  with  his  theme  fet  forth  :  as  a  fpurred  Shrove- 
tide-Cock within  the  ring,  Effex  hath  made  a  flep  or  two 
forward.  A  little  jetting,  a  fmall  flourifh,  a  flight  fhin  o' 
the  feathers  ! — He  hath  proved  himfelf  a  mofl:  accomplifhed 
mafter  of  intelligence.     But 

Now  though  your  "  7)^,"  as  one  in  the  "  Great  Harry  " 
faid,  be  your  only  peacemaker  :  fo,  furely  is  your  "  But "  a 
main  breeder  of  quarrels.  For  all  faid  is  foon  marred  by  a 
"  but^''  as  thus,  "  Her  Grace  would  fuch  and  fuch  things, 
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«  hut " "  Bethink  you  that  in  this  '  but '  may  be  ftowed 

away  tuns  of  difparaging  vinegar,  munition  of  perpetuai  dis- 
comfiture !  Exempli  gratia,  even  now  fhe  lauded  his  foreign 
news  *,  but  upbraided  him  for  ranging  abroad  ! "  So,  as  one 
wrote,  "  Her  Grace  at  Hampton  Court  (the  pleafanteH:  pa- 
lace i'  th'  world) ;  but  in  great  agitation,  none  wotting  where- 
fore." Again,  "  The  Queen  requiring  my  Lord's  company 
at  that  junfture,  but  the  Earl  had  made  a  ftart  to  the  Ifle  of 
Wight,  following  fome  of  his  youthful  tricks,  as  who  ftiould 
fay,  in  a  flealing  manner."  You'll  fay  he  is  happy  in  her 
Grace's  favour  •,  for  when  {he  fendeth  for  him  o'  mornings 
'ds  in  fuch  kindnefs  that  he  could  not  chufe  but  go  to  her : 
Ay,  Sir,  but  'ds  the  glorious  greatnefs  of  a  favourite  with 
fuch  a  coil,  that  you  would  fain  live  more  retiredly  for  your 
own  part.  'Tis  a  clog  on  the  neck  that  no  gilding  will 
make  pretty  to  the  dog  that  weareth  it.  To  end  this  fub- 
jeift.  The  Queen  is  content  EfTex  fhould  be  as  he  is  :  but 
fhe  will  not  put  him  In  my  Lord  Burghley's  place,  think- 
ing him  not  yet  fit  for  fuch  an  office. 

There  was  about  this  dme  one  Banks,  a  Scotsman,  trad- 
ing as  a  Vintner  in  Cheapfide.  This  man  being  of  a  quick 
turn  o'  mind,  and  given  to  natural  experiments,  conceives 
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the  humour  of  teaching  a  bay  curtal  of  his  (named  Moroc- 
co) fome  tricks  and  quaint  gambols,  which  the  beaft  bet- 
tering with  a  wonderful  temper,  he  (Banks)  flraightway 
proceedeth  further  to  learn  him  queftions  o'  the  cards  alfo  ! 
to  wit — "  Two  and  two,  how  much  may  that  come  to  ?  " 
How  many  pennies  in  the  groat  ?  groats  in  a  fhovelboard 
fhilling  ?  in  a  noble  ?  in  a  mark  ?  and  fo  on.  Then  would 
he  manage  him  with  the  rein  and  the  voice,  fchooling 
him,  as  you  might  think,  to  the  curveting  after  an  antic 
fafhion,  like  the  Coranto  and  the  Canaries.  This  drawing 
much  money  to  the  faid  Banks,  "  Eh  !  "  quoth  Tarleton, 
"  but  that  horfe  is  fhod  with  fdver  !  "  and  a  while  after, 
"  Ha  !  Mafler  Banks  fhould  be  a  Lombard,  his  gains  be  fo 
great ! " 

Now,  what  the  commons  gaped  at  as  a  miracle  of  witch- 
craft, the  wifer  fort  were  fain  to  laugh  at  and  admire  as  an 
ingenious  exercife  of  Mafter  Banks  his  patience,  and  a  tri- 
umph of  his  gelding's  underflanding.  So  there  was  fcarcely 
a  gallant  but  would  be  for  managing  his  palfrey  or  his  great 
horfe,  fome  even  their  nags  or  gennets,  in  fome  way  like 
Banks  his  horfe.  "  Banks  !  "  "  Banks  !  "— "  The  horfe  !  " 
"  The  horfe  !  "  nothing  but  Banks  and  his  horfe,  morning, 
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noon,  and  night — at  bed,  at  board,  on  the  mall — ay,  and 
in  church,  too,  for  that  matter  !  More  could  not  have 
been  faid  of  that  beafl  Caefar  would  have  made  Conful  at 
Rome  !  There  was  then  fuch  dancing  and  prancing,  fuch 
treading  and  pacing,  fuch  curbing  and  reining — here  a  forced 
gait  as  for  a  footcloth  nag :  there  a  full  career  as  in  the 
grand  jouft  of  the  barriers.  Such  horfe  doings,  you  would 
fay  folk  were  horfe  mad :  and  for  the  talking  on  that  mat- 
ter !  Wives  ran  out  of  doors  from  it,  and  there  were  fome 
would  go  nigh  to  break  your  head  an  ye  fpake  of  it  •,  fo 
wearied  were  they  ! 

But  however,  among  others,  my  Lord  of  EfTex  needs 
must  trot  out  his  Sorrel  i'  th'  eye  of  all  the  Court — 

"  Ajid  '''Witch  the  ivcrld  lu'ith  noble  horsejnafiJJiip  ;  " 

as  who  ihould  fay,  "  Behold,  how  the  Earl  doth  ride  ! " 
"  Surely  he  is  capable  for  the  body  politic  ?" 
"  Ay,  marry  ! "  quoth  Tarleton  ;  "  let  him  put   bit  and 

bridle  on  the  State  Hobby-horfe,  I  warrant  he'll  manage  't ! " 
Oh  !  what  a  noble  horfe  was  Comet  !  His  eye  gliften- 

ing  like  a  splank  from  the  torch  of  Phaeton  (the  Poets 

feigning),  his  fhort  ears  up-pricked  in  ecflacy  of  impatience 


Comet.  21"] 

— noflrils  wide  open,  red  with  the  inward  fire — as  he  would 
drink  the  cool  air  and  quench  his  burning  fpirit :  his 
braided,  hanging  mane  ftarting  from  his  pole  and  creft 
like  rays  o'  the  quick  trundled  wheel ;  now  fhading  and 
now  Ihewing  his  delicate  head,  which  was  fo  pretty,  yet  fo 
wild  !  He  was  all  alive  !  To  the  very  feet  animal-being 
was  flrong  in  him  !  He  would  paw  the  idle  ground,  fnap 
at  bufy  flies,  whisk  out  at  imaginary  annoyances  in  a  way 
delightful  to  behold.  Comet !  If  he  fland  ftill  a  moment, 
you  mufl  mark  his  broad  breafl,  deep  barrel,  full  quarter  : 
the  ftraight  ftrong  legs  balancing  themfelves,  as  it  were,  on 
the  flender  pafterns,  they  refting  archwise  on  the  round 
hoofs,  as  if  juft  ready  for  a  bound  in  air.  Then  the  tight 
ropy  mufcles  ;  the  flat  hard  bone,  nicely  articulated ;  the 
foft  tender  hide,  that  meet  cufhion  for  a  gentle  hand  ; 
and  gentle  hands  had  flroked  and  patted  him  once  and 
again,  too  ! 
,  Oh  !  he  was  very  beautiful  to  behold,  as  two  grooms 
in  tawny-white,  guarded  with  crimfon,  led  him  forth, 
no  impertinent  houfmgs  him  impeding.  In  truth,  he 
looked  mifchievous  enough.  Comet ! 

Then  for  his  gait  !    You  fhould  have  feen  how  he  told 
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the  fteps.  One  while  with  gentle  majefty  and  modefl 
pride.  Anon,  rearing  upright,  curveting,  leaping,  as  who 
fhould  fay,  "  Lo,  thus  !  I  am  the  great  Earl  of  EfTex  his 
horfe!" 

My  Lord  hardly  mounting,  how  did  Comet  ftamp  the 
hard  earth  with  his  harder  hoof !  llafhing  his  tail  to  and 
fro  wilfully,  like  a  torn  florm-fail  on  the  mafl !  Being 
mounted — away  !  he  fnorts,  he  rufhes  as  if  he  had  laid  a 
wager  with  the  wind  ! 

**  What  recheth  he  his  rider's  angry  Jilr, 

His  flattering  holla  ^  or  his  ^Jlandl   I  fay  P* 
What  cares  he  noiv  for  curb  or  pricking  fpur. 
For  rich  caparifon  or  trappings  gay  ? " 

Away  !  away  he  feuds,  crufhing  the  iron  bit  atween  his 
teeth — ^breaking  his  rein  :  his  head  i'  the  air,  loofe,  free  as 
it — now  up  now  down — here — there  !  Suddenly  he  flops 
fliort  with  a  bounding  jerk — ftares  fearfully. 

*'  Afion  hejlarts  at  firring  of  a  feather  J' 

Away  again  !  without  a  thought,  whither  or  why  ! 

*'  Imperioii/ly  he  leaps,  he  neighs,  he  bounds, 
And  7tow  his  woven  girths  he  burjls  aftmder" 

ElTex  falls  ! 
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Hereupon,  one  fpleenfully  rhymeth — 

**  All  this  ivas  done  to  captivate  the  eye 
Of  yon  fair  lady  that  wasjlanditig  bye  I" 

"  I  could  not  wiih  the  Earl  a  fall  lower  than  the  earth 
might  ftead  him :  but  he  that  lieth  on  that  truckle-bed 
can  lie  no  lower,  fay  I.'* 

«  Ha,  firrah,  how  fay'll  ?" 

"  Truly,  Sir  Walter,  my  Lord's  no  longer  Mafter  o'  the 
Horfe,"  quoth  Tarleton. 

"Ha,  fool,  'tis  notfo!" 

"  By  my  holydame  ! " 

"  By  thy  cockscomb  ! " 

"  Nay,  by  my  troth  ! " 

"  Thy  troth  ! — Go  to  !  a  fool's  troth  and  a  knave's 
honour !" 

"Well,  fir,  you  have  fitted  yourfelf:  leave  me  my 
troth  :  take  thou  thine  honour  ! " 

"  Thou  art  a  mere  jefter — thou  ! " 

"  Well,  Captain,  as  you  pleafe :  the  wife  Man  taketh  re- 
proof modeflly,  when  the  Afs  faith  in  his  heart  I  am  too 
wife!" 
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"  Go  to  !  you  and  your  faws  !  Tell's,  and  truly,  what's 
come  to  the  Earl,  or  I'll  have  thee  whipped." 

"  Well,  to  efcape  whipping  more  than  at  your  bidding, 
learn  that  the  Earl  of  EfTex  is  not  now  Mailer  of  the 
Horfe." 

"What?  in  difgrace?" 

"  Ay  !  with  Fortune  (his  dear  ISMrefs.") 

"  How  ? " 

"  Why,  he  hath  fallen  from  her  wheel." 

"  Ha'  done  with  your  figures  !  What's  happened  the 
Earl  ? " 

"  Why,  his  horse  maflered  him  :  Argal,  he's  not  Mafter 
o'  the  Horfe  !  " 

"  By'r  la'kin  thou  art  a  merry  fellow,  Mr.  Tarleton." 

"  Said  I  not  well,  my  Lord  could  lie  no  lower  ? " 

"  Than  what  ?  " 

"  On  a  Tuefday.  He  fell  on  a  Tuefday  ;  argal,  he  lay  on 
a  Tuefday  ! " 

*'  I  faith,  thou  motley-minded  gentleman,  thou  liefl  on  a 
Friday,  then  :  for  not  a  word  o'  this  is  true  !  " 

"  'Tis,  fir,  o'  my  confcience,  la  !  " 

"  Your  confcience  !  much  !  " 
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"  Well,  fir,  a  poor  fool's  confcience  keepeth  his  heart  as 
tidy  and  content  as  many  a  wife  man's  that  I  wot  on.  The 
Patch's  calf-fkin  will  hold  out  againft  wet  weather  when 
your  philofopher's  dudds  be  drenched  thorough  !  " 

«  'Tis  well  faid,  Dick,  well  faid— lad  !  " 

"  The  fool  may  dabble  i'  the  Court  holy  water  when 
witty  Lords  o'  the  Council  get  flient  for  foiling  o'  their 
fingers." 

"  Go  to  !  go  to,  firrah  !  thou  hafl  faid  more  than  thou 
wottefl  the  fenfe  of." 

"  Ah  !  All  Tarleton  fayeth  is  well  faid  when  it  jumps 
with  your  humour  !  A's  a  mere  crabbed  zany  when  the 
jefl  bites  ! " 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

'*  On  my  Chriflian  confctence  this  one  Chrijlening  ivill  beget  a 
thoufand.     Here  will  be  Father,  Godfather,  and  all  together!  " 
King  Henry  VIII.  a6t  v.  fc.  iii. 

S  it  had  been  foretold,  there  were  old  ufes  and 
great  ringing  of  the  joy-bells  at  Steeple- 
Claydon.  Large  gatherings  about  Mailer 
Home's  Tavern  •,  both  within,  where  the  floups  pa  fled  from 
hand  to  hand,  and  on  the  benches  outfide,  where  thofe  whofe 
pleafure  was  not  fo  thirfty  fat  chattering.  'Zekiel,  having 
feen  foreign  parts,  had  learned  the  pleafure  of  tobacco,  and 
fmoked  to  the  wonderment  of  all.  At  the  Smithy,  by  the 
Mill-race,  aged  folk  were  telling  all  they  knew  of  the  an- 
ceftors  of  the  Chenies,  their  honours  and  their  pedigree,  their 
afts  and  fufFerings.  Boys,  now  let  out  for  half-holiday, 
were  getting  ready  for  a  bonfire  on  the  green  j    quiet-er 
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girls  flood  wreathing  corn-flowers  and  fweet  herbs  very 
deftly,  to  crown  the  village  Well  and  houfehold  Glories. 
And  the  old  bedefmen  and  almfwomen  might  be  feen 
ftruggling  and  flraggling  up  towards  the  hofpitable  Hall. 
Young  men  and  maidens,  aged  folk  and  children,  all  were 
as  happy  as  the  merry  bells  of  Steeple-Claydon  could 
attefl:. 

At  his  defk,  in  the  deferted  fchoolroom,  fitteth  Mafter 
Horneboke.  He  is  fcratching  his  wit  for  a  Device.  Some 
pageant.  Belike  Mofes  in  the  Bulrufhes,  or  fuch.  'Tis  an 
hard  matter,  and  vexatious  ;  for  there  ftand,  juft  oppofite 
him,  packed  againft  the  wall  of  the  old  church  of  Chenies, 
the  ftill  inebriate  Waights,  knocking  a  noife,  as  they  fay,  for 
hire.  They  fliall  be  paid  handlbmely  •,  fo  in  confcience 
muft  they  play  roundly.  The  more  'money  the  bigger 
mufic :  the  greater  found  the  better  mirth !  An  the 
Waights  of  old  Chenies  make  lefs  stir  than  the  joy-bells 
of  Steeple-Claydon,  let  Mafler  Horneboke  look  to  't ! 
Sir  Thomas  fhould  have  no  wrong ;  but  the  worth  of  his 
worfliip's  benevolence ! 

At  this  junffure  interfereth  Mafler  Conflable,  dragging 
off  one  (him  o'  the  Tabor),  who  was  rubbing  and  thumping 
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on  his  evil  inftrument  in  an  impertinent  and  untimely  way. 
He,  being  the  outfide  man,  was  but  lamely  propped  up : 
and  thus  the  taking  of  him  left  the  refidue  but  a  preca- 
rious and  ill-balanced  confort. 

"  Come  away,  you  !  I'll  give  you  Jack  Drum's  enter- 
tainment fhall  heal  your  ailing,  I  warrant !  Some  lenten 
ftuff  will  diet  your  humours  more  better  than  the  feaft 
toward  !  Come  away  !  And  you  there,  with  the  Cym- 
bals, or  what  you  call  'em,  don't  let  me  hear  you  crafhing 
in  at  all  feafons  when  indeed  there  is  no  occafion  !  '  There's 
no  remiffion  o'  the  tune  ! '  fay  you  ?  Let's  e'en  ha'  more 
remiffion  o'  your  clanging,  then,  in  filent  charity  I  There's 
that  Grimes  there,  fo  choke  full  that  a'd  fain  blow  his  oboe 
through  a's  nofe  !  But  'tis  all  one,  your  Drunken  Waight 
maketh  your  Godly  Puritan.  The  devout  ballads  of 
Mafter  Graves,  this  Grimes  will  fet  to  brawls  and  horn- 
pipes ;  and,  when  the  discord  be  too  grofs  for  the  Tavern, 
they  be  welcome  enough  i'  the  Conventicles  !  " 

"  Very  true  for  you,  good  Mafler  Conftable  !  "  quoth 
Horneboke.  "  Take  'em  all  away  with  yourfelf,  and  leave 
me  to  write  in  peace." 

"  What !  art  writing;  of  a  book  .'*     Wife  Schoolmaflier  !  '* 
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"  Truly,  a  conceit  for  the  nonce  !  " 

«  If  Mafter  Graves  be  not  locked  i'  th*  Bone-houfe  !  " 

"  'Tis  for  recreation,  friend  !  He'll  come  out  prefently 
with  fome  feemly  prophecy." 

And  anon  the  Sexton  came  with  his  faw,  "  There's  a 
time  to  be  born  and  a  time  to  diej"  but,  for  his  part, 
'twas  "  all  one  !  " 

Up  at  Chenies  the  copyholders,  in  their  bell  clothes,  are 
offering  their  duties.  The  buttery  hatch  being  open,  all 
comers  are  welcomed.  Spigot  hath  to  call  in  help  ;  another 
cafk  of  March  beer  mufl  be  broached  anon.  Spigot  is  in  a 
flate,  as  who  fhould  fay,  "  Was  ever  Spigot  in  fuch  requeft  ? " 
Truly  the  grooms  and  pantlers,  and  chamberlains  and 
flewards,  feem  fuddled  ;  the  maidens  tearful,  daihed  with  a 
fimpering  joy — ^like  a  hot  day  in  June,  when  the  rain  drops 
for  very  wantonnefs ! 

Davy  and  fome  three  others,  fober  enough,  are  in  the 
courtyard  addrefTed  for  the  road.  Orders  had  come  out 
for  an  inflant  poft  to  London.  Thefe  were  the  men. 
William  fate  in  his  clofet  writing  letters.  A  new  air  was 
about  him.  He  was  much  hurried ;  having  loofed  his 
doublet   and   laid    afide    his     ruff.       Sir  Thomas    in  the 
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Armoury,  was  holding  himfelf  very  ftraight — looking 
marvelloufly  well  and  cheery.  On  a  fmall  fuit  of  plate 
harnefs,  that  he  had  worn  when  a  boy,  hung  a  tiny  fhield, 
bearing  quarterly  Cheney  and  Claydon.  The  Knight  was 
Iblacing  himfelf  in  the  forming  of  a  quaint  ftandard, 
after  the  manner  of  the  Earl-Mar ftial  his  fervants, 
compony  of  the  colours,  with  creft,  badge,  and  motto. 
'Tw as  a  pretty  toy  ;  and  a  minikin  pike  lay  there,  fhewing 
that,  when  the  flag  ftiould  be  finiflied,  the  little  figure  in 
plate  harnefs  would  be  armed  capapie  at  all  points. 

As  for  Dame  Elizabeth,  Ihe  was  in  the  flill-room  brew- 
ing a  caudle  poffit  of  grewel,  for  which  a  nice  maiden  was 
grating  ginger.  Miflrefs  Dorothy,  in  a  great  fufs  of  bufi- 
nefs,  tripped  about,  hurtling  the  houfe  every  where. 

Poor  Helen  lay  on  a  pallet  in  a  darkened  room ;  the 
hangings  all  drawn  clofe.  As  if  the  fweet  air  of  heaven 
were  a  bane  not  a  bleffmg — a  bale  to  health,  not  an  antidote 
to  ficknefs  !  There  fhe  lay,  poor  Helen  !  By  the  light  of 
the  new  fire  on  the  hearth  you  could  juft  fee  her  pale  face, 
the  dear  loving  fmile  now  fettled  on  her  colourlefs  lip.  By 
her  gentle  breathing  you  may  infer  fhe  fleeps.  That  "  foft 
nurfe,"  which  kind  Nature  providently  bids  attend  us  in  our 
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deareft  need,  hath  already  lapped  her  ;  and  there  over  i' 
the  corner,  on  a  low  ftool,  her  feet  propped  on  the  dogges, 
rewing  like  a  fpinning- wheel,  while  her  fat  body  heaveth  to 
and  fro  to  the  meafure  of  it,  is  an  olde  Wjfe  who  (for  the 
nonce)  is  of  untold  importance  in  the  houfe  of  Chenies. 
Huddled  in  fine  Cambray-iluff  and  foft  woollen  clouts,  the 
caufe  of  all  this  ftir,  on  her  knee  refts  a  new-born  Babe, 
William  and  Helen's  firft-born.  Sir  Thomas  and  Dame 
Elizabeth's  firfl  grandchild,  the  heir-apparent  of  Chenies 
and  Clay  don. 

Now,  before  many  days  were  pafied,  a  very  flately  pro- 
cefTion  was  formed  in  the  porch  of  Chenies.  Sir  Thomas 
and  Dame  Elizabeth  walking  in  the  firfl  rank  very 
folemnly,  the  Knight  wearing  a  filver  collar  of  SS.  very 
grand  to  behold.  William  jufl  behind  them,  with  certain 
friends  whom  his  letters  had  invited,  all  bedight  in  glorious 
and  brave  apparel,  as  was  fitting ;  and  the  old  Wyfe 
with  her  careful  bundle,  fupported  (as  the  Knight  ordered) 
between  Spigot  and  Dorothy ;  followed  and  guarded  in 
the  rere  by  the  whole  body  of  the  houfehold. 

And  the  company  wended  afoot  through  the  Park 
towards    the   old    Church    of   Chenies.     The   fun   fiiines 
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brightly,  the  cheerful  breeze  makes  the  merry  leaves  dance; 
the  deer  ftare  and  bound  off,  careering  back  again  to  flare. 
And  ftartled  pufs  (poor  Wat)  fits  o'  th'  top  o'  the  knoll 
on  *s  hind  legs,  watching  I 

There  are  fome  here  who  remember  how  a  while  agone 
they  had  gone  this  road  in  fad  plight :  they  feel  grateful 
now  to  Him  who  maketh  the  feet  of  thofe  who  trufl  in  Him 
walk  in  the  paths  of  gladnefs. 

It  is  Sunday.  The  whole  Parifh  meet  at  found  o'  th* 
bell.  When  the  fecond  lefTon  had  been  read,  the  good 
Vicar  leaveth  his  deik,  gcwng  into  the  Porch.  In  the  Font 
that  was  there  he  dipped  that  feely  child  difcreetly  and 
warily ;  for  Dame  Elizabeth  would  not  certify  (as  the 
manner  of  fome  is)  that  the  infant  was  weakly. 

And  Effex  and  the  Hampfhire  Efquire  and  Aunt  Mar- 
garet flood  fponfors  for  the  babe,  whom  they  called 
"  Robert,"  after  the  Earl,  William's  dear  friend. 

So  till  fuch  time  as  the  young  parent  fhould  come  to 
church,  they  put  on  the  little  Xtian  the  chryfome  which 
the  godmother  had  worked  ;  and  the  godfathers  they  made 
their  offerings,  to  wit,  a  full  dozen  of  Apoftles'  Spoons 
(S.  Matthias  his  being  one),  and  a  Cup  or  Pot  of  wondrous 
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beauty  and  traditional  merit,  having  been  brought  from 
Byzantium  (as  'twas  rumoured)  by  Coeur  de  Lion,  whofe 
no  doubt  it  had  once  been. 

And  that  which  is  accuftomed  was  not  forgotten  by  the 
glad  father  on  this  occafion ;  and  the  Perfon,  fervice  being 
over,  came  up  to  the  Hall  to  hallow  with  his  prefence  the 
chriftening  feafl  then  celebrate.  He  was  nice  and  punctual 
in  the  difcharge  of  all  his  devoirs,  this  Clerk  ;  for  juft  now, 
though  there  was  no  fighting  with  the  great  artillery  of 
ecclefiaflical  controverfy ;  the  calivers  of  Mafter  Cart- 
wright  and  the  Archbifhop  being  fcant  of  (hot,  as  one 
might  fay  •,  Kjiox  himfelf  having  wafted  his  fury  in  noife 
and  fmoke,  now  fmouldering  :  yet  was  there  fprung  up  a 
new  generation  of  reftlefs  men,  that  by  company  and 
clamours  became  pofTefTed  of  a  diabolic  faith  they  ought  to 
have  avoided  altogether.  Thefe  (by  the  way)  were  the 
fort  who  reviled  Dr.  Howland  (he  preaching  at  the  Scots 
Queen's  funeral),  that  he  had  not  been  ftronger  for  the 
damnation  of  that  unhappy  woman.  You  may  conceive 
how  fo  venomous  doctrines  would  infeft  and  poifon  all 
true  religion.  And  of  thefe,  fome  as  ignorant  of  the  law 
as  profane  in  tlie  interpretation  of  it,  were  now   making 


230  The  Noble  Traytour. 


a  flir  againfl  the  Popifh  Ceremony  (as  they  termed  it)  of 
Infant  Baptifm ;  which  our  Vicar  floutly  fupports  as  a 
blefled  afl,  elder  and  more  facred  than  any  Pope's 
authority. 

Parfon  Homily,  you  fhall  know,  is  not  one  to  foil  or 
gore  any  poor  infant's  chrifome ;  tearing  the  fmock  off  its 
little  nakednefs,  with  a  faying  that  when  all's  done,  no- 
thing's done :  leaving  the  accepted  one  in  his  filthy  rags. 
He  would  mince  no  rites,  not  he  !  Sir  Thomas,  as  he 
allowed  every  man  his  heraldic  charges,  fo  did  he  infift 
that  each  one  fhould  do  thofe  duties  he  had  bound  him- 
felf  to.  "  In  this  cafe  'tis  but  juft  :  in  that,  only  honeft," 
faid  he ;  and  to  this  the  Vicar  heartily  agreed. 

"  'Tis  your  hedge  and  ditch  priefls,  fir,"  quoth  Dr. 
Homily,  "  that  tranfport  the  plain  words  of  our  rubrics, 
and  palter  with  the  proper  fenfe  of  our  holieft  inftitutions  ! 
Thefe  would  fain  go  nigh  to  limit  Infinite  mercy  •,  ftinting 
general  promifes  to  their  particular." 

"  My  Lord's  Grace  fhould  look  to 't !"  faid  Sir  Thomas. 

"  Mafler  Hooker  hath  written  on  't  already." 


CHAPTER  XIX. 


*'  JVho  cannot  be  cnijhed  with  a  Plot?^^ 

All's  Well,  a6l  iv.  {c.  iii. 

^^IR,  Medea  had  not  more  fympathy  of  thofe 
which  felt  the  fame  evils  which  herfelf  did, 
than  I  have  of  my  friend  that  is  lame.  My 
mifchance  hath  made  me  be  grave  in  going  with  a  ftaff  be- 
fore my  time.  I  would  you  were  fure  to  be  as  foon  rid  of 
your  infirmity,  as  I  am  in  hope  to  be  free  from  this  kind  of 
gravity.  I  that  have  only  body  to  ferve  my  country  withal, 
ihould  be  unprofitable  if  my  limbs  were  taken  from  me. 
But  where  the  indifpofition  of  the  body  is  matched  with  an 
ability  and  flrength  of  all  parts  and  powers  of  the  mind, 
the  public  ufe  for  which  we  are  born  is  not  taken  away. 
Therefore,  though  I  would  be  without  legs  to  be  able  to 
ferve  my  country  with  Mr.  Anthony  Bacon's  fufficiency  •, 
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yet  do  I  not  envy  the  advantage  you  have  of  me  in  the 
better  part :  but  wi£h  I  could  lend  you  ftrength,  and 
borrow  pain  of  you,  to  free  you  from  this  ill  companion, 
which  keeps  you  from  all  your  friends  but  thofe  that  are 
able  to  go  to  you.  I  wifti  you  eafe,  flrength,  health,  and 
happinefs,  and  will  ever  be  your  moft  afTured  friend — 

«R.,  Essex." 

So  my  Lord  wrote  while  yet  on  flicks  j  lodging  in  the 
good  Archbifhop's  fummer-houfe  at  Croydon.  'Tis  a 
pretty  letter,  that  tells  its  own  flory  without  afFeflation  of 
nicenefs. 

Now,  to  the  end  there  fhould  be  no  farther  limping  in 
the  intercourfe  between  the  Earl  and  his  chief  Secretary, 
the  lower  rooms  of  EITex-houfe  were  fitted  up  as  offices 
for  all  manner  of  public  bufmefs.  Even  foreign  affairs 
were  carried  on  in  marvellous  variety.  'Zekiel  knew  not 
how  far  matters  had  gone. 

Firfl,  to  wit,  there  was  a  dear  friendlhip  knocked  up 
with  one  Perez,  a  traitor  to  his  confidant,  to  his  Prince, 
to  his  country :  a  cutpurfe  of  the  State,  a  murderer  and 
fomething  worfe  — a  Spaniard  ! 

You  fliould  have  heard  that  flarch  old  dame  fpeak  of 
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him  to  her  fon,  Francis  Bacon,  thus — "Though  I  pity 
your  brother,  yet  as  long  as  he  pities  not  himfelf,  but  keep- 
eth  that  bloody  Perez,  yea,  as  a  coach  companion,  and  a 
bed  companion — a  proud,  profane,  coflly  fellow — whofe 
being  about  Antony,  I  verily  fear  the  Lord  God  doth  mif- 
take,  and  doth  lefs  blefs  hun  in  credit,  and  otherwife  in  his 
health  therefore  !  " 

Yet  was  it  a  romantic  flory  this  of  Antonio  Perez,  very 
meet  for  one  of  your  Tragi-Comedies  !  Here  is  the  argu- 
ment. The  Minifter  of  State  is  a  defperate  robber  :  a  quar- 
rel about  tlie  woman  (fome  Princefs,  of  courfe)  occurs  ;  a 
king  or  two  having  a  hand  in  't ;  the  Inquifition  all  the 
while  in  a  background,  dimly  fhadowing  forth  a  memento 
to  all  wickednefs.     Is't  not  fit  ? 

For  this  man  Perez  (not  to  fhock  you  with  his  villainies, 
with  which  you  have  nought  to  do) — this  man^  after  he  had 
been  queflioned  on  the  rack  with  fome  eight  twifls  of  the 
cord,  efcaped  under  his  wife's  fardlngale.  Then,  having 
fled  into  Arragon,  proved  before  that  zealous  Court  of 
Juftitia-Mayor,  how  Philip  himfelf  had  fuborned  him  and 
others  to  that  aflafTmation  of  Efcovedo  for  which  he  ftood 
convict. 
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"  Contra  fueros  !  "  the  people  cried  j  "  Contra  fueros  !  " 
'Twas  againft  their  ancient  precedents  to  give  him  up  who, 
though  guilty  in  Caftille,  was  acquitted  in  Arragon  !  And 
this  did  they  valiantly  maintain,  even  againft  the  Holy 
Office,  who  clamoured  for  him  as  a  heretic  and  mifcreant. 

Now,  you  do  not  think  this  grandee  of  Spain  a  fit  coun- 
cillor for  the  Earl  of  Effex  ?  You  will  furely  fay,  in  the 
words  of  that  old  lady,  "  I  am  utterly  difcouraged ! " 
Yet  was  he  not  fuch  an  heretic  as  we  all  be  in  the  fight  of 
Rome  -,  but  one  fo  wholly  given  to  his  evil  practices  as  to 
be  juftly  chargeable  with  having  no  religion  at  all,  calling 
himfelf,  as  he  did  in  his  vile  mockery,  "  Fortune's  Monfter  ! " 

Na'th'lefs  the  King  of  France  muft  needs  take  on  truft 
him  who  to  his  confcience,  his  King,  his  country,  had  been 
falfe ;  vainly  conceiving,  in  his  blind  imagination,  that,  out 
of  llieer  hatred  to  the  paft,  this  wretch  would  be  faithful  to 
him,  a  ftranger  and  natural  enemy.  But  Henry  was  now 
at  his  wits'  end  in  Policy,  as  had  been  foretold  ;  and  Perez, 
having  held  the  fecrets  of  Philip,  feemed  a  fine  edge-tool  to 
cut  his  old  mafter. 

So  Cometh  over  this  Antonio  Perez  to  England,  under  the 
charge  of  the  Vidame  of  Chartres  •,  configned,  as  it  were, 
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to  the  policy  of  my  Lord  of  EfTex,  with  whom,  in  a  brief  fpace, 
this  accomplifhed  Don  climbed  to  a  main  height  of  friendly 
intercourfe. 

The  Lord  Burghley  would  have  nothing  to  do  in  this 
matter  ;  like  a  wife  old  fox,  as  he  was,  fmelling  this  flrange 
polecat !  He,  forfooth,  would  leave  France  to  fettle  her 
own  quarrel  with  Spain ;  knowing  of  a  furety,  that  now 
Henry  had  been  reconciled  to  Rome,  the  Camera  could 
reconcile  him  with  Philip  when  it  fhould  fuit  to  raife  once 
more  the  Standard  againft  Elizabeth.  And  who  fo  likely 
to  betray  our  England  and  our  religion  as  this  Atheift 
Foreigner  ? 

Now,  what  was  EfTex  his  policy  in  this  ?  who  knoweth  ? 
Was  it  a  trial  of  fkill  in  the  complicate  vein  of  Machiavell  ? 
— was  it  a  throw  o'  the  dies  after  the  ufe  of  my  Lord  of 
Leicefter  ?  who  knoweth  ?  Happily  (believe  it)  the  policy 
was  brought  to  a  point  by  her  Grace's  wife  and  difcreet  be- 
haviour ;  who.  King  Henry  afldng  for  fupplies,  replied 
curtly  with  a  taunt,  "  Ay,  marry,  and  enough,  when  he  fhall 
put  Calys  in  our  hand  !  "  So  the  Prince,  who  would  not 
iTiow  his  flraight  fhoulders  (as  they  fay)  to  an  enemy,  turned 
his  back  on  a  good  friend ;  faying  in  a  hurt  tune,  "  J'aime 
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inieux  recevoir  u?i  foufflet  du  Koi  d^Efpagne  qu'une  chiquenaude 
d'Elle!" 

And  now  for  a  State  affair  after  the  ufe  of  Sir  Francis 
Walfmgham,  deceafed.  Effex  will  try  all  conclufions. 
*'  Aut  defar,  atit  nullus.^^ 

Rodrigo  Lopez — is  he  a  traitor  ?  he  is  a  Jew  !  Doth 
the  traitor- Jew  deal  in  poifon  ?  he  is  a  doctor  !  Is  the  phy- 
fician  of  the  Queen's  household  capable  ?  behold,  he  is  a 
black-looking  fellow,  and  a  learned  man  !  Is  't  not  enough 
to  hang  him  ?  for  ought  you  know  he  may  be  a  necro- 
mancer !  Waxen  images  of  her  Grace  would  melt  away 
as  foftly  as  thofe  of  lefs  royal  perfons  :  believe  it,  and  in 
that  kind  the  Ebrews  be  very  cunning.  Who  fo  likely  as 
this  ?  What !  a  Jew  doctor  not  a  Necromancer,  fay  you  ? 
nor  an  Enchanter  ?  nor  an  Alchemyll  ?  What  then  ?  'Tis 
treafon  furely  to  make  mammets  of  her  Majefty !  Let 
Doctor  Lopez  have  a  Plot ! 

Now  the  Lord-Treafurer  and  his  fon  Sir  Robert  will  not 
father  this  childiih  bantling.  They  tell  the  Queen  'tis 
naught.  So  fhe  calleth  my  lord  a  "  rafh  and  temerarious 
youth  "  to  make  fo  much  ado  of  fo  flight  a  matter.  He,  in 
dudgeon,  hieth  home  ;  and,  being  vexed,  flammeth  the  door 
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"with  a  jerk  o'  th'  hand  and  a  wrench  o'  th'  body,  after  the 
manner  of  angered  lords  and  difcomfited  ftatefmen ;  then 
with  the  like  rage,  and  an  unruly  ftamp  or  two,  fhutteth 
himfelf  within  his  fecret  cabinet.  There,  alone,  taketh 
thought  a  while  (fay  an  hour)  •,  recovereth  his  temper ; 
Cometh  forth  like  a  man  refrefhed.  Yet  would  he  not 
make  it  up  fo  fpeedily  with  that  gentle  Lady,  who  would 
rather  be  killed  twice  over  than  once  intimate  her  diilruft 
in  Providence's  care  of  her  royal  perfon. 

Well,  the  fcent  of  this  Plot  cometh  acrofs  the  wind 
again.  Lo  !  there  be  Stephen  Ferreira  and  Emanuel  Ldifie, 
Portingales  both  (of  that  Don  Antonio's  company  you  may 
remember  my  lord  favouring).  Thefe  men  he  charged  as 
confbrters  with  the  Doctor  ;  and  they,  queflioned,  bring  up 
(as  is  the  ufeof  fuch)  great  names,  Don  Chriilophero  Moro, 
who  they  faid  had  given  Lopez  a  rich  jewel,  the  Conde 
de  Fuentes,  who  had  conditioned  him  fifty  thoufand  du- 
cats.   Ha ! 

Then  was  brought  to  the  fore  one  Pat  Cullen,  an  Iriih 
Mafter  of  Fence,  who  was  laden  with  promifes  from  the 
fugitives  i'  th'  Low  Countries.  This  fellow  had  money  for 
his  charges,  and  inflru6lions  to  kill  the  Queen.     So,  too. 
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Yorke  and  Williams,  a  pair  of  royftering  vagabonds,  and 
other  incendiaries  whom  Ibara,  the  Spanifh  minifter  at  the 
Netherlands,  had  fpecially  fuborned  to  deftroy  our  navy  with 
balls  o'  wildfire.  When  they  were  tried,  all  were  con- 
demned and  executed  after  the  common  faihion :  you  fee 
they  muft  have  been  guilty  of  that  heinous  crime,  of  which 
they  were  fo  obftinately  accufed  !  How  elfe  ?  And  Lopez, 
at  the  point  of  death,  taking  upon  himfelf  to  vouch  his 
innocence  on  his  falvation,  raifed  a  jeer  only  among  thofe 
whom  he  had  hoped  to  move  to  pity  him.  For  what 
falvation,  faid  the  byftanders,  can  he  pledge  ?  Who,  for- 
footh,  would  fave  a  Jew — an  Ebrew  Jew  ? 

But  my  Lord  was  nearly  hoift  with  his  own  Petar,  as  one 
faid  an  engineer  occafionally  might  be  :  for,  at  this  moment, 
cometh  out  a  little  Book  dedicate  to  the  Earl  of  Effex  ; 
which  humble  feeking  of  fo  great  a  favourer,  was  nigh 
bringing  the  noble  patron  into  trouble. 

This  book  purported  to  be  writ  by  one  Doieman,  a  priefl ; 
but  truly  it  came  from  the  pen  of  that  malicious  Jefuit 
Paribus,  eked  and  helped  by  Cardinal  Allen,  of  whom  you 
have  heard,  and  by  one  Sir  Francis  Inglefield  of  lefs  note. 
To  conneft  my  lord  with  fuch  matter  as  thefe  men  were 
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likely  to  concoct,  was  indeed  an  unfeemly  infolence  and 
mifadventure. 

But  the  occafion  of  it  was  worfe.  You  mufl  follow  it 
carefully ;  for  the  thread  o'  the  plot  is  too  flight  to  bear 
the  weight  of  your  head  fhould  you  dofe  over  it.  'Twas 
on  this  wife.  The  Romifh,  or  as  fome  called  it  Spanifh, 
party  in  Scotland,  having  again  broken  out,  Bothwell,  that 
defperate  villain,  at  their  head,  raifed  a  power  at  Leith, 
which,  however,  was  fliortly  defeated  and  utterly  diiperfed ; 
our  Qu^een,  for  her  part,  commanding  by  proclamation  all 
over  the  Borders  that  no  man  fhould  harbour  the  Earl  or 
his  conforters,  nor  aid  them.  Which,  being  very  accept- 
able to  King  James,  he  convocated  the  Eftates  of  his  realm 
concerning  the  profcribing  of  all  the  Popifh  lords  out  in 
that  rebellion.  The  Peers,  however,  refufmg  their  voices, 
the  miniflers  and  burgeiTes,  which  were  far  the  greater 
number  in  the  Parliament,  ruled  it  their  own  way.  So  the 
Popifh  lords  were  profcribed,  their  fcutcheons  of  arms 
(after  the  manner  of  the  Scots)  torn  and  thrown  out  at  the 
windows  o'  the  town-houfe,  and  their  profcription  publicly 
proclaimed  by  a  herald. 

Then  was  Argyle  (a  great  Proteftant)  fent  againft  the 
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rebel  lords.  In  a  hot  battle  at  Glenlivet  he  received  the  over- 
throw. But  the  King  himfelf,  wroflling  with  a  tedious 
and  difficult  journey,  marched  thither  over  mofl  rough 
mountains,  razing  the  caftles  of  thofe  wild  and  lawlefs 
chieftains,  Angus,  Errol,  and  Huntley,  drave  them  to  fuch 
flraits  that  for  the  mofl:  part  they  fled  to  foreign  countries, 
France,  Spain,  and  the  Netherlands. 

Now  the  frowardefl  of  all  thofe  that  affected  the  Spanifh 
party,  a  conforter  of  Jefuits  and  other  fubtle  praflifmg 
Papifls,  Grahame  of  Fentre,  a  notorious  malecontent,  him 
he  executed  to  the  great  contentation  of  all  good  Proteflants, 
and  the  fartherance  of  that  mutual  love  and  amity  which 
was  now  growing  up  between  our  Queen  and  the  King  of 
Scots. 

For,  through  the  immoveable  conflancy  in  religion  of 
thefe  illuflrious  Princes,  all  hope  of  refloring  the  Romifh 
form  in  either  country  feemed  utterly  dafhed. 

While  they  who  flayed  at  home  (not  having  been  out 
in  that  late  aflion),  and  they  in  England  who  had  formerly 
favoured  Queen  Mary's  title,  thought  of  thefe  things,  they 
cafl  in  mind  to  fubflitute  fome  Englifh  Papifl  (it  might  be) 
in  the  kingdom  of  England.     A  likely  Plot,  forfboth  ! 
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Behold  her  Grace's  Policy,  how  wife  it  hath  been,  not 
leaving  fcarce  one  Nobleman  of  that  way  fufficient  for  the 
adventure  ! 

When  they  could  not  agree  upon  a  meet  man,  therefore, 
they  caft  their  eyes  upon  the  Earl  of  Effex,  who  (as  they 
faid)  never  approved  the  putting  of  men  to  death  in  the 
caufe  of  Religion ;  feigning  a  title  in  him  from  Thomas  of 
Woodftock,  ICing  Edward  Third's  fon,  from  whom  my 
Lo.  derived  his  Pedigree. 

And  again  you  fee  the  fubtle  Policy  of  the  Tudor 
fovereigns,  who  had  prudently  cut  away  all  the  leading 
Ihoots  of  that  noble  ftock,  fo  that  there  was  now  none  more 
apparent  to  the  ftem  of  Plantagenet  than  Robert  Devereux. 

But  the  fugitives,  they  worthily  favoured  the  Infanta  of 
Spain  !  And  it  was  her  title,  forfooth,  that  was  fet  forth 
in  that  little  book,  dedicated  to  my  Lord,  as  who  fhould 
fay,  Look  to  your  claim.  Sir  Earl  ! 

So,  when  Elfex  found  there  was  a  counterplot  more  than 

he  could  mafter,  he  was   aftonied  -,  not  having  either  the 

ihort  method   of    the  great  Earl,  his  ftepfather,  nor    the 

ingenious    conception    of   his   father-in-law,   Walfingham. 

The  wife  Treafurer  faid   nothing,  looking  folemnly  with  a 
VOL.  II.  R 
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(hake  o'  the  head  :  and  Sir  Robert  Cecyl  comforted  himfelf, 
thinking  the  young  Earl  was  but  a  forry  poHdcian  after  all, 
and  could  hardly  carry  on  State  affairs  ihould  this  trouble 
pafs.  To  farther  which  promifed  end  the  faid  Robert  did 
his  beft  by  enticing  Antony,  his  coufin ;  without  whom  he 
well  knew  the  offices  in  the  Strand  could  ill  fubfift. 

But  Antony  was  an  honefl  man,  otherwife  his  uncle  had 
not  fo  laboured  in  his  behoof  nor  in  Francis'  (refufmg  him 
the  folicitoriliip  juil  now).  Wherefore  they  could  not 
draw  him  from  fuch  a  notable  patron  and  fo  good  a  friend 
as  Effex. 

By  way  of  foothing  my  Lord,  rather  than  raife  in  him 
vain,  mifchievous,  and  indeed  forlorn  hopes,  Antony 
counfels  the  calm  examination  of  the  matters  in  that  little 
book,  and  the  recounting  of  his  own  Pedigree;  being 
perfuaded  there  was  no  more  certain  way  of  rooting  out 
faife  conceits,  than  fhewing  to  a  candid  mind  that  they  were 
evil  in  themfelves,  unjuft  to  others,  pernicious  to  the  enter- 
tainer.    ''  Audi  alteram  partem^^  quod  he. 

So  Effex  writes  to  Sir  Thomas  that  he  needs  his  help ; 
and  the  Knight  is  not  How  to  poft  to  London  ;  nor  would 
William  flay  when  fo  dear  an  one  as  Effex  calls. 


CHAPTER  XX. 


**  The  dignity  of  this  Acl  ivas  ivorth  the  Audietjce  of  Kings 
and  Princes;  for  by  fuch  ivas  it  atled." 

Winter's  Tale,  a(ft  v.  fc.  ii. 

HAT  dread  peftilence  which  had  raged  nearly 
two  years,  now  happily  at  an  end,  our  Theatres 
be  again  open.  And,  for  a  while  before  the 
winter  feafon  at  the  Friars,  my  Lord  Chamberlain  his 
Company  play  at  the  Globe  on  the  Bank-fide.  It  is  a  new 
houfe,  larger  than  the  Curtain  or  your  Cockpit  in  Drury- 
lane,  and  you  may  know  it  by  the  figure  of  Hercules  o' 
top  fupporting  the  world,  and  this  fit  motto  fet  forth  below, 
*'  Totus  mundus  agit  hflrionemj* 

Sir  Thomas,  now  in  London,  hunting  up  Pedigrees  with 
Mafler  Camden :  at  the  "  Great  Harry,"  My  Lord  South- 
ampton vaunteth  of  a  certain  Hiftory  daily  being  enacted 
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on  the  ftage.  WiHiam,  already  inflamed  with  the  ardour 
of  that  fweet  and  paffionate  poem  "  Venus  and  Adonis," 
needs  no  preffing ;  but  the  Knight  would  rather  have 
ftudied  with  Clarencieux,  had  it  not  been  for  the  entice- 
ment offered  by  the  Title  of  that  Play,  and  the  perfuafion 
that  there  was  no  defparaging  argument  in't. 

'Tis  a  ftrange  thing  the  effeft  of  a  Playhoufe  on  one  of 
any  flight  fl:rain  of  imagination ;  for  it  carrieth  fuch  at 
once  into  a  region  of  romance,  whence  'tis  cruel  to  bring 
him  back  to  the  vulgar  buflneflfes  of  life  ! 

Now  Sir  Thomas,  when  a  boy  (in  Queen  Mary's  time), 
had  feen  the  Coventry  Myfteries  more  than  once,  and  a 
Miracle  play  or  two  \  all  which  he  had  long  agone  for- 
gotten. Gorboduc  and  Jeronymo  (afled  by  my  Lord 
Strange  his  fervants),  and  now  and  then  an  Enterlude,  fuch 
as  is  common  in  the  Halls  of  Gentlemen,  was  the  fum  of 
his  dramatic  experience.  As  for  thofe  noble  works  of  our 
later  fl:age,  Tamburlane,  I^ng  Edward  II.  (which  he 
would  have  thought  much  of),  and  that  earneft  piece,  the 
Jew  of  Malta,  to  which  R.  Burbage  as  Barabas  gives  fuch 
interefl: — he  had  not  even  heard  of  them.  In  fa6l,  he  had 
never  feen  a  good  A6lor.     Neither  had  William  :  for  you 
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may  call    to  mind  they    had    not   much    leifure   for    fuch 
matters  when  laft  here. 

Whether  it  be  more  trying  to  come  out  of  darknefs  into 
light,  or  from  day  to  night,  you  ihall  judge.  When  you 
enter  the  Blackfriars  the  reeky  torches  dazzle  you  :  here 
the  very  gloom  is  blinding. 

Sir  Thomas  and  William  crofs  in  a  boat  to  Southwark, 
and  pay  a  rofe-noble  for  their  places  at  the  Globe.  A 
noify  gallery  blocks  up  the  open  roof :  fome  aftive  'pren- 
tices have  jerked  themfelves  into  the  window  fills,  how 
can  we  fee  what  fhall  pafs  below  ?  A  dim  uncertain  atmo- 
fphere,  the  denfe  breath  of  a  crowd,  a  pregnant  odour  as  of 
fome  fragrant  weed,  or  of  fome  incendious  purifying  drug, 
fo  worked  upon  the  fenfe  that  Sir  Thomas  felt  he  knew 
not  what  of  bewilderment ;  neither  did  William  conceive 
what  would  come  next. 

Above  in  the  Clouds,  below  in  a  kind  of  Pit,  and,  as  the 
eye  followed  in  a  half-moon,  on  the  right-hand  there  was 
a  very  volume  of  faces  ! 

Prefently,  as  things  became  a  httie  diflinft,  on  a  mat  op- 
pofite,  reclining  after  the  fafhion  of  an  Indian  Cacique  (it 
might   be    thought),    his   feet  towards    the   heads    o'  the 


24^  1^^^  Noble  Iraytour, 


people,  his  jeweled  hat  fo  llouched  as  to  hide  his  cheek 
from  the  infolent  gaze  of  the  many,  they  difcover  Sir 
Walter  Ralegh,  a  great  and  worthy  patron  of  the  Drama, 
and  of  every  intelleftual  advance  ;  whom,  for  his  haughti- 
nefs  and  braving  'haviour,  all  men  hate :  whom  otherwife, 
for  his  genius  and  elegance,  his  chivalry  and  learning,  all 
ihould  admire  and  regard.  Now  was  he  fober  and  Clerk- 
like in  his  fuit,  not  flaunting  his  gay  attire  before  fo  mean 
a  fort,  nor  occupying  himfelf  in  a  foreign  gait ;  but  in  a 
cafe  of  apple-green  cloth,  guarded  with  velvet  o'  the  colour, 
welded,  and  with  minikin  gilt  buttons  (the  tags  fluffed 
out  o'  fight).  Indeed,  he  had  opened  his  doublet :  but 
'twas  for  coolnefs,  not  (one  would  fay)  to  fhew  a  veft  of 
fdk  fretted  of  a  changeable  hue  to  low  tradesfolk.  There 
did  he  lounge,  patiently  awaiting  the  coming  in  o'  the 
Prologue,  fmoking  his  tobacco-pipe  in  a  very  eafy,  in- 
dependent, and  agreeable  manner. 

"  Totus  miindus  agit  hi/lrionem,  "  quoth  one  of  a  ferious, 
iblemn,  and  fupercilious  face  ;  his  eye,  as  one  could  fee, 
deeply  and  artificially  fhadowed,  as  with  great  judgment 
fo  ordered. 

"  Ha  ! "  faid  William,  turning.  » 
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A  hard-featured,  fatirical-looking  youth,  of  fome  twenty 
or  thereabouts,  full  of  formal  and  fquare  gravity,  as  one 
might  fay  (whom  the  Gentles  called  Ben),  brought  out 
fome  joint  ftools,  and  Sir  Thomas  and  William  fat  down 
on  the  ftage. 

Now  could  they  fee  (what  they  had  other  fenfe  of  be- 
fore), the  ftrugglings  for  place,  and  quarrellings  and  jeer- 
ings,  fpittings  and  fcratchings  ;  the  munchings  of  apples 
and  fluffing  away  of  fweet  cakes — the  fuckings  of  Spanifh 
juice  and  crackings  of  walnuts  that  was  going  on  at  their 
feet !  Then  a  few  plain  ftatute  caps  (poringer  fa(hion),  and 
feemly  gogram  curtles,  revealed  where  fat  the  city  wives 
befide  their  fad-woollen  fpoufes  j  honefl:  'prentices  (landing 
humbly  at  their  back.  And  among  the  Gentles,  on  a  level 
with  the  ftage,  a  lady  or  two  in  her  velvet  mafk,  with 
fome  favoured  courtier  leaning  on  her  chair-back,  fate 
quietly  expelling. 

Manners  had  changed  fmce  Sir  Thomas  had  mixed  in 
the  world.  He  was  admiring  thefe  things  while  William 
queflioned,  "  Who  wrote  the  play  toward  ^.  " 

«  Sir,"  faid  one,  "  in  truth  I  cannot  tell.  I  heard  it  once 
— read  it  lafl  week — 'tis  i'  th'  vein  o'  Marlowe." 
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"  He  is  dead  ?"  inquired  William. 

"  Yes,  fair  fir  !  Poor  ICit  fell  in  a  Tavern  brawl,  as  was 
predift.  One,  a  profefled  fwafher,  feizing  him  by  the  wrift 
(his  drawn  dagger  in  liis  hand),  with  a  violent  jerk  drave 
into  him." 

"  Suofibi  gladio  hunc  jugulo  I "  put  in  a  lad  drefled  like  a 
fcholar,  with  fmall  bands  in  lieu  of  his  rufF,  feemly  and  mo- 
defl  enough. 

"  Pray,  fir,  do  yrAi  know  this  Play  ?  " 

"  Truly,  fir,  there  be  fo  many  claiming  it  for  themfelves 
or  friends,  that  one  cannot  chufe  but  enter  the  quarrel." 

"  'Tis  a  queftion  'mongft  the  learned,  then,  who  writ  it  ? " 

"  Why,  fir,  not  exacfily.  It  was  upon  the  ftage,  but  in 
another  form,  and  under  another  name,  ere  the  laft  clofmg  : 
now  'tis  augmented  and  cut  down,  filed  and  turned ;  and 
is,  as  I  may  fay,  indeed  alm.oft  a  new  performance." 

"  Then  Marlowe  had  no  hand  in  the  poliihing  ? "  faid 
the  firft. 

"  Sir,  I  prefume  had  Marlowe  had  a  fliare  in't  at  all,  the 
a6f  ors  would  have  put  forth  his  honoured  name  to  grace  its 
re-entry." 

"  Moil  certainly,  judicious  fir  !  " 
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"  And  Greene,  fir  ?  "  faid  William.  "  He  was  a  Cam- 
bridge man,  learned  and  witty  :  I  have  heard  fpeak  " 

"  Your  pardon,  gentle  Robert  died  o'  the  Plague  at  its 
firfl  touch." 

"  Then,  by  your  leave  (to  pafs  by  the  original  authors), 
to  whom  are  we  indebted  for  thefe  happy  changes  you  pro- 
mife  us  ?  " 

"  One  now  juft  coming  on  !  "  faid  the  fcholar  as  the  tape- 
fir  y  pifture  of  the  Rape  d'  the  Sab'wes  was  drawn  afide. 
"  Qui  nihil  tetegit  quod  ?ion  ornavit  I  " 

On  a  board  againft  the  wall  was  chalked  in  fair  letters — 

THE 

FIRST  PART  OF  THE  CONTENTION 

BETWIXT  THE  TWO  FAMOVS  HOVSES 

OF    YORKE    AND    LANCASTER,   with 

THE  DEATH  OF  THE  GOOD 

DUKE   HVMPHREY. 

Sir  Thomas  was  in  a  great  flir,  you  may  be  fure,  as  there 
entered  at  the  door  oppofite,  juft  by  Sir  Walter's  head,  one 
dreffed  like  I^ng  Henry  the  Sixth,  with  a  very  royal  port, 
followed  by  Duke  Humphrey,  two  other  Dukes,  Cardinal 
Bewford,  and  fome  more; 

Turning  to  fpeak  his  mind  to  William,  lo.  Queen  Mar- 
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garet  (that  bad  woman,  caufe  of  fuch  difafters  to  the  dear 
houfe  of  Plantagenet !)  with  the  hated  Suffoke,  Yorke,  and 
fome  Earls,  ftood  immediately  befide  him  ! 

William,  alfo,  was  entranced  j  for  there,  in  the  perfon  of 
the  holy  Prince  of  Lancafter,  robed  and  crov/ned,  furrounded 
with  all  the  aweful  Majefty  of  a  Court,  ftood  his  ftranger  of 
the  "  Great  Harry,"  the  author  of  that  fweet  and  paffionate 
poem,  William  Shakfpeare,  Armiger. 

Sir  Thomas  Mened,  you  may  be  fure,  to  the  fmooth  lines 
and  folemn  fpeech  of  the  nobles.  Now  fhaking  his  head 
doubtfully :  now  with  a  grave  air  bowing :  now  with  a 
quick  look  of  diffent. 

How  he  frowned  on  Suffolk  and  Margaret — their  ama- 
tory leers  and  treafonable  blandifhments  !  How  he  roufed 
himfelf  at  the  jibings  of  that  haughty  prelate  of  Winchefter 
and  the  good  Duke  of  Glofter  !  When  the  Protector  faid 
fo  piteouily — 

"  Ah  !  Lords,  fatal  is  this  marriage,  cancelling  our  States, 
Reverfing  monuments  of  conquered  France, 
Undoing  all,  as  Jiofte  had  ne^er  been  done  " — 
You  could  fee  the  knight  knew    all    about  that    motion, 
and  to  the  very  bottom  of  it ! 


The  Ufe  at  the  Globe.  2-5 1 

"  Pray,  fir,"  whifpered  William  to  his  new  companion  •, 
"  pray,  fir,  what  is  that  table  for — with  the  pen  and  ink  ? 
'Tis  unfeemly  i'  the  prefence." 

"  Oh,  fair  fir,  it  fignifies  this  is  the  council-chamber. 
Anon  you  Ihall  find  it  removed,  and  a  chair  or  two  let  you 
know  'tis  a  place  of  retirement." 

Very  curious,  too,  was  William,  feeing  Dame  Elinor  Cob- 
ham  walk  up  a  pair  of  fteps,  while  Bullingbrooke  made  a 
circle  (after  the  manner  of  Necromancers),  and  Hum  read 
his  fpells  out  of  a  big  volume ;  that  notable  witch  Margery 
Jourdain  lying  on  her  face  the  while.  He  bethought 
him  of  his  former  talk  that  Mafter  Shakspeare  had  taken 
fhare  in.  Then  did  he  admire  how  the  thunder  and  light- 
ning were  fo  fkilfuUy  mocked  to  the  life  when  the  fpirit  in 
a  {linking  vapour  was  thrufl  up  through  the  floor.  'Twas 
myfterious  enough  to  one  who  had  no  dealings  with  the 
Black  Art ;  and,  by  a  fhadowy  awning  now  drawn  over  the 
houfe-top,  the  unearthly  apparition  feemed  all  the  more 
ghaflly.  Prefently  they  removed  this  darknefs,  waving  a 
blue  flag  as  the  fymbol  of  returning  day. 

Oh,  how  refreshed  was  William  when  the  King  came  in 
with  his  Queen,  a  hawk  (a  tercel  gentle — you  muft  know) 


252  The  Noble  Traytour, 


on  her  fifl,  as  if  then  juft  from  that  favourite  paflime  of  his ! 
And  the  real  life  was  touched  when  the  people  faw  good 
Duke  Humphrey  perform  that  miracle  for  which  S. 
Albones  fhould  be  ever  celebrate — to  wit,  making  a  blind 
beggar  tell  the  colours,  and  him  who  was  born  lame 
(though  fit  to  climb  plum-trees  for  his  rib)  leap  over  a 
ftool !  Even  Sir  Walter,  at  fight  o'  the  knave  running  from 
a  bedel  that  was  fcourging  him,  jerked  his  heels  on  the 
floor  with  a  knock  or  two. 

And  again,  when  Peter  Thumpe  fought  for  the  'pren- 
tice's honour  againft  Mafter  Horner,  the  armourer,  with 
flafF  and  fandbag,  what  uproar  among  the  city  madams  ! 
Some  taking  on  them  to  fay  'twas  unmannerly,  forfooth,  in 
a  man  to  go  for  to  ftrike  his  mafter  :  others  not  ftinting  to 
exclaim  on  the  player  (one  Kempe)  for  fuch  a  breach  of 
ardcles  and  modefl  rule,  as  to  put  up  that  Horner  had 
learned  to  fence  (taking  the  word  in  a  figure,  you  muft 
know).  And  fome  cried,  "Go  to!"  So  when  the  ar- 
mourer faid  he  would  prove  himfelf  an  honefi  man 
and  Peter  a  knave  with  downright  blows  (meaning  a 
combat  a  I'otiterajice,  which  in  effect  then  and  there  took 
place,  to  the  difcomfiture  and  feigned  death  of  the  faid 
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Mafter  Horner) ;  then  was  there  fear  of  a  riot  'mongfl:  the 
'prentices,  had  not  the  deputy  ward-mafter  ftilled  them 
with  this  word :  to  wit,  that  'twas  all  a  conceit  of  the 
authour's,  and  no  real  quick  matter :  of  which,  fhould  they 
miflike  when  they  had  feen  it  out,  the  poet  was  willing  to 
be  correfted. 

So  the  Hiflory  went  forward ;  William  noting  many 
round  lines  and  filed  fentiments,  and  one  while  or  another 
dropping  a  tear  for  the  good  Duke  who  was  choked  in's 
bed,  or  the  poor  Lady  who  had  to  walk  barefoot  to  her 
banifhment.  And  the  bits  of  pedigree.  Sir  Thomas  had  his 
tables  out  fhould  any  error  be  in  them.  Greatly  was  he 
enlivened  when  the  heralds  proclaimed  a  ParHament ;  all 
the  Lords  in  their  robes  of  eftate  palling  over  the  ftage ! 

But  when  the  curtains  at  the  back  were  drawn,  and  the 
Lord  Protector,  Humphrey  of  Glofler,  was  difcovered  in  his 
bed,  and  two  men  lying  on  his  breaft  and  fmothering  him, 
you  fhould  have  feen  the  Knight !  No  man  had  ever 
beheld  him  in  fuch  cafe  !  He  forgat  himfelf — rather  fo 
tranfported  was  he  in  his  imagination — not  only  as  a  pious 
man  feeing  fo  murtherous  an  affault  a  doing  before  his  very 
eyes,  but  vath  the  hope  he  might  avert  that  horrid  death 
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from  fo  good  a  Prince — he  rofe  •,  and  actually  would  have 
rufhed  acrofs  the  flage  to  ftay  thofe  fierce  and  bloody 
ruffians,  and  fuccour  that  noble  Plantagenet,  had  not  William 
catched  his  hand  at  the  moment,  when  the  curtain  doled 
again. 

Now  there  was  a  little  paufe ;  for  there  happened  a 
tucket  fuonance  from  without,  and  then  a  flourifh  of 
trumpets,  and  a  foft  noife  as  of  hautboys  loftily  played. 
It  was  clearly  no  part  of  the  play  in  hand  j  for  while  the 
Duke  of  Suffolk,  who  was  fpeaking  fl:inted,  the  lad  who 
played  Queen's  part  (one  Cowly)  faid  in  jeafting  manner, 
"  Now  am  I  uncrowned :  for  here  cometh  her  Grace 
indeed!"  and  another  laid,  "So!  this  is  a  virgin  Queen, 
which  that  French  jade  never  was  !" 

Then  fome  bring  in  a  gieat  chair,  and  a  flool,  and  a 
cloth  of  eftate;  and  deftly  faften  fome  hangings  tentwife 
againfl  the  wall.  So  that  when  Queen  Elizabeth  came  in 
after  a  difpofed  fafhion,  very  grand  and  courteous,  with  her 
train  and  fervants,  there  was  a  kind  of  throne  meet  for  her 
royal  perfon.  And  round  this,  when  Majefty  was  feated, 
the  court  formed. 

The  Players,  tliey  went  on  with  their  parts  as  was  fit ; 
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and  as  her  Grace  had  (out  of  her  clemency)  allowed.  But 
the  Company  flood  up,  loyally  uncovering. 

Her  Majefly,  they  faid,  looked  as  well  as  ever,  and  with 
the  Earl  of  Eflex,  who  flood  next  to  her  chair,  fhe  often  de- 
vifed  in  fweet  and  favourable  manner. 

'Twas  the  firft  time  her  Highnefs  had  honoured  the 
Globe  :  and  'twas  to  fee  this  play,  of  which  my  Lord  had 
advertifed  her,  that  fhe  now  came.  But  you  may  believe, 
when  a  real  Qu^een  fhall  be  on  the  ftage,  and  a  few  live 
lords  and  livelier  court  ladies,  the  'prentices  of  London  (if 
any  other)  will  wafte  their  eyes  or  wits  on  a  vain  Player's 
conceipts  !  Sir  Thomas  and  William  were,  perhaps,  the 
only  audience  while  her  Grace  ftayed.  Yet,  indeed,  the 
Cacique  on  the  floor  yonder,  fearing  to  come  near  my  Lord 
Effex  (in  fuch  nearnefs  of  place),  regarded  the  dialogue  as 
fo  great  a  man  (hould  ;  faying  to  one  befide  him  (himfelf  an 
actor-poet),  "Sir,  I  can  talk  with  the  Queen  when  I  like: 
'tis  not  often  I  hear  Mafter  Shakfpeare  ! " 

Then  came  in  Cade's  rebels,  and  the  many  in  the  Pit  and 
Gallery  forgat  royalty  and  the  pompous  Court.  Nature 
hath  no  crowned  heads,  "  though,"  as  Tarleton  faid,  "  many 
broken  coftards."    Jack  Wilfon,  the  Clown,  he  was  there  for 
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Cade  j  and,  feeing  Tarleton  in  the  Qu^een's  train,  thefe  two 
let  off  at  each  other,  wholly  forfaking  the  matter  in  hand, 
indulging  in  their  gibes  and  jeers,  fleering  till  their 
extempore  wit  was  burnt  out  and  they  fain  to  make  faces  ; 
fo  fetting  the  barren  fpe6tators  into  a  roar.  This  her 
Majefty  chid ;  threatening  Richard  with  the  whip,  and 
enjoining  filence  every  where  •,  ordering  that  the  play 
fhould  go  on  to  an  end  without  farther  let. 

Then  would  our  Queen  fee  the  Theatre ;  walking 
behind  the  arras  even,  and  into  the  tiring-room ;  down  the 
fteps  to  the  cellar  where  the  properties  and  wardrobes 
are  kept  •,  up  to  the  Balcony,  where  the  up-ftairs  work  is 
done ;  croffmg  the  ftage  ever  and  anon  in  a  mofl  affable 
and  pleafured  humour  ;  the  piece  going  on  the  while  as  it 
might. 

Sir  Thomas  was  interrupted  and  confufed  at  the  hiftoric 
difcrepancy  •,  but  Effex  took  him  by  the  hand.  Then  he 
flood  temperately,  bowing  feemly  as  her  Grace  chanced  to 
pafs  him. 

The  Queen  was  in  high  fplrits  to  day,  and  the  lieges 
were  fmiling  blandly  ;  bending  their  eyes  and  heads — yea, 
fome  of  them  their  very  bodies — as  ilie  looked  towards  them 
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very  royally  fmiling ;  as  who  fhould  fay,  "  Behold  her 
Grace  !  She  is  no  player  Queen  !  You  fee  the  odds !  " 
One  fcurrilous  fellow  grunted  out  what  may  be  he  had 
conned  from  Hercules  above  there,  "  Totus  mimdus  agit 
hiflrionem."  Only  Ralegh  went  on  puffing ;  and  my  Lord 
fneered  and  frowned  at  him. 

Now  her  Grace  (who  would  have  her  humour  wherefo 
ever)  muft  need  pafs  off  one  of  her  gleeks.  Look  you:  the 
Eagle  flyeth  at  high  game — though  it  be  but  a  lamb  to  the 
bird.  'Tis  to  fee  if  Mafler  Shakfpeare  will  quit  his  fcenic 
and  feigned  part  to  remember  his  duty  to  his  Sovereign. 
So  fhe  croffeth  him  juft  when  the  Duke  of  Buckingham 
and  Clifford  bring  in  the  rebels  with  halters  about  their 
necks. 

"  God  fave  the  I^ng  !   God  fave  the  King  !  "  cry  all,  and 
the  player  Authour  recites  his  own  words  calmly, 

"  Come  let  us  hajle  to  London  now  with  fpeed^ 
That  folemne  procejfions  may  befung. 
In  laud  a?jd  honour  of  the  God  of  heaven ^ 
And  triumphs  of  this  happy  viEiory  I  " 

as  they  all  go  out  in  order  due. 

Her  Highnefs  is  not  paramount  yet,  you  fee ! 

VOL.  II.  s 
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Again  fhe  pafleth  him  clofely :  and  he  had  need  draw 
back  lefl  her  Grace's  fardingale  be  whifked  within  trea- 
fbnable  reach  of  his  royal  robe.  But  the  A6lor  knew  his 
part.  He  was  a  King  for  the  nonce,  and  kinged  it  right 
royally  too !  For  one  then  entering  with  Jack  Cade's 
head,  Elizabeth  made  venture  to  drop  her  glove ;  flill 
admiring  what  this  Prince  o'  the  hour  would  do. 

So,  now  about  to  dub  Eiden,  he  finifhed  his  Ipeech — 
"  Kneel  doii'fi,  my  friend^  and  tell  me  whafs  thy  name  "  with 
this  couplet — 

*'  Although  710W  bent  to  guerifon  thy  love, 
Tetjloop  ive  to  take  up  our  Coufm^s  glove  T^ 

"  Ha  !  our  coufin  !  " 

He  had  given  her  Majefty  the  gleek ;  but  fhe  was  well 
pleafed,  being  (lometimes)  as  free  to  take  as  prone  to  give. 
She  told  my  Lord  anon  that  the  aptnefs  of  the  young  man's 
conceit  was  naught :  yet  fhe  hoped  he  had  a  facetious  turn 
in  writing  that  fhould  approve  his  reputed  wit.  Still,  her 
Grace  faid  authoritatively,  fhe  opined  he  had  not  the  full  gift 
and  portage  of  a  compleat  Poet  yet.  She  chofe  the  rather 
Mafter  Spencer. 

They  of  the  commoner  underflanding  put  it  otherwife ; 
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"  for,"  faid  the  fcholar,  "  <  Nafcittir  Poeta,  nonfit^  which,  as 
I  take  it,  is  as  much  as  to  fay  that  your  Courtier  is  no  Poet  •, 
for  the  polifh  of  the  one  rubs  off  the  natural  brightnefs  of 
the  other.  If  your  gem,  fir,  be  fmoothed  dov/n  to  an  even 
furface,  how  jfhall  it  refra6l  the  light  ?  Thofe  precious 
chryflals  that  be  fo  luflrous,  have  they  not  their  rough 
outfides,  to  the  end  that  they  fhould  fhew  more  points  to 
the  one  ray,  fo  multiplying  one  into  many  ? " 

"  And  for  my  part,  firs,"  faid  one  within  hearing,  "  I 
would  fain  keep  an  original  genius — one  of  a  clear  unfophif- 
ticated  wit — from  thofe  oilings  and  polifhings,  thofe  I  know 
not  what  blandishments  of  ftyle,  which  your  modern 
writers  commit  upon  themfelves  ;  left,  in  the  extravagant 
following  after  Art,  he  fhould  outftrip  the  modelly  of 
Nature." 

"  By  your  leave,  gentlemen  !  "  faid  the  lad,  gathering  up 
the  joint  ftools,  for  the  Play  was  over  :  fo  he  too  went  off, 
muttering,  "  Yet  a  good  Poet's  made  as  well  as  born  !  " 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 


-«  A  herald^ 


Who  is  the  pure  preferver  of  def cents ^ 

The  keeper  fair  of  all  nohility^ 

Without  'which  all  would  run  into  coffufion. 

Were  he  a  learned  herald^  I  would  tell  him 

He  can  give  arms  and  marks ^  he  cannot  honour ; 

No  more  tha?i  money  caft  make  noble.     It  may 

Give  place  and  rank  ;  but  it  can  give  no  virtue T 

The  Staple  of  News,  a6l  in.  fc.  i. 

**  Nay  I  they   will  be  kin  to  us,  or  they  will  fetch  it  from 

Japhetr 

1  King  Henry  IV.,  a6l  ii.  fc.  ii. 

"  What  kin  are  you  to  me  ?  what  countryman  P 
What  name  P  what  parentage  P^^ 

Twelfth  Night,  aft  v.  fc.  i. 

LARENCIEUX  and  Sir  Thomas  Cheney  dif- 
allowed  the  Infanta's  claim.     A  Taberd  King, 
as  one  might  fay,  and  a  Bucks  Knight  over- 
whelming with  fhame  and  confufion  of  face  fo   great   a 
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monarch  as  Philip  of  Spain  and  of  the  Indies  !  'Twas  a 
fmall  ftone  killed  Goliath  ! 

Doleman's  book  was,  as  Mailer  Camden  conceived,  idle  : 
but  Sir  Thomas  faid,  'twas  falfe  !  "  The  Infant,"  quoth 
he — "  the  Infant  hath  no  better  claim  to  the  fuccefTion,  in 
thele  realms,  fhould  fhe  fetch  it  from  Adam  by  defcent, 
than  fhe  hath  title  fhould  fhe  fue  out  her  livery  from  the 
Pope!" 

Now,  is  not  a  pedigree  a  curious  affair  ?  See  how  it  will 
fettle  a  bufmefs  !  How  it  flicks  one  up,  thrufts  another 
down  !  Again,  what  bafe  tricks  have  been  played  with  fuch 
to  make  people  feem  more  gentle  than  they  truly  be  !  How 
folk  will  vaunt  their  own  line  !  How  little  do  they  value 
that  of  all  others  elfe  !  If  your  name  be  not  in  my  pedi- 
gree, fir,  what  care  I  about  your  family  ?  If  my  Lord's 
honours  ftand  but  i'  the  collateral  column,  furely  he  is  a 
great  peer  ;  and  his  glories  muft  needs  be  reflefled  (one 
would  think)  on  me !  I  am  fome  one — pray,  fir,  who  are 
you  ? 

Yet  truly,  and  without  jelling,  a  genealogy  is  a  wonder- 
ful matter — an  evidence,  look  you,  of  the  onenefs  of  the 
human  race,  and  the  fempitern  life  that  is  in  us.    For  we  be 
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not  like  fleps  in  a  ladder,  nor  yet  links  in  a  chain,  as  felfifh 
folk  have  it ;  but  as  thofe  mafcles  or  rings  in  a  Coat  of 
mail,  which  render  it  the  moft  lafting  and  feciire  of  all. 
Each  and  every  conjoined — brother  and  fifler  and  coufin, 
firft,  fecond,  third ;  the  full  width  o'  the  common  body. 
Uncles,  aunts,  with  our  parents  above  us,  father-in-law 
and  mother-in-law,  and  all  their  generation.  And  thefe  fo 
linked,  concatenated,  and  twifted  together  in  and  in,  above 
and  on  either  fide,  and  below  with  the  next  row,  where  are 
entwined  the  children,  and  nephews,  and  nieces,  and  the 
removes  of  all  former  coufms  !  Oh,  tis  a  wonderful  clofe- 
fitting  cafe  of  armour ;  for  it  fheweth  the  true  natural  fhape 
o'  man.  Sir  Thomas  would  fay,  and  one  o'  the  olden  time 
ere  this  fmgle-plate,  every  man  for  felf's  Coat  came  up  ! 

When  one  fhall  feel  that  he  is  fo  connefted  with  all 
thofe  who  fhare  his  blood,  as  each  ring  in  his  Coat  is  a 
needful  part  of  the  general  harnefs  :  what  lets  but  that  he 
have  charitable  affecSlions  to  all  mankind  ?  If  there  be  but 
one  link  loofe,  verily  'tis  no  coat  o'  proof !  You  are  but  a 
mafcle ;  yet  in  you,  as  on  any  other,  is  the  unity  of  the 
whole.  Till  you  know  fomething  of  genealogies,  you  have 
no  idea  how  nearly  we  be  all  allied  ! 
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Not  to  fpeak  it  profanely,  "  Noe  was  a  jufl  man  and  per- 
feft  in  his  generations."  Let  that  Text  end  all !  But 
leaving  this  fubjeft  for  your  more  ferious  thoughts,  as  un- 
willing to  thruft  at  your  prejudices,  learn  now  what  is  a 
pedigree,  and  the  way  to  it,  and  the  ufe  and  abufe  of  it. 

The  Chronicles  of  the  Kings  of  Ifrael  will  point  the  firrt 
flart.  Then  muft  you  go  through  mediaeval  darknefs, 
wherein  thofe  blind  Monks  fhall  lead  you :  generally 
through  princely  or  at  the  leaft  noble  lines  :  laftly,  through 
your  ancient  muniments  (if  any),  or  by  the  tombflones  of 
your  forefathers,  being  a  kind  of  byeways  path,  you  follow 
your  illuflrious  name  to  your  very  felf ;  who,  with  fuch 
advantage  of  encouragement,  ought  to  be  its  brighteft  orna- 
ment. For,  you  know,  "  a  quicke  Dogge  (the  proverb 
faith)  is  of  more  ufe  at  a  pinch  than  your  dead  Lyon." 
But  beware  of  chafmg  Will-o'-th'-whiip  !  Your  progenitors 
may  have  been  of  no  account :  in  which  cafe  you  will 
fearch  thofe  dreary  waftes  in  vain. 

A  Jew  Pedigree,  it  hath  the  firft  part  of  the  road  pat, 
perfe6f  :  but  it  goeth  no  further.  Our  Breton  and  Saxons, 
they  have  but  a  vague  and  fantaftic  coherence  with  the 
firfl:,  as    GeofFry  of  Monmouth   and  others  fhew :  while 
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your  Tudor-lords  and  Carpet-knights,  and  other  your 
Church-mice,  now  grown  fleek  in  the  Abbey  cornfields, 
they  fay  very  little  on  the  matter.  He  is  well  pleafed 
you  Ihall  hide  his  anceftors  behind  the  arras  of  a  ftir  in  the 
Commonwealth,  who  efleemeth  himfelf  more  fortunate  than 
they.  *  Omne  igtiotum  pro  mag?i'ifico : '  Imagine  that  his 
people  were  very  mighty,  or  they  fhould  not  have  been 
fuffered  to  fhare  in  thofe  fpoils  !  'Twas  a  fpight  or  a  plot 
that  kept  his  name  from  notoriety  ! 

To  point  your  finger  up  a  long  lift  to  Brute  of  Troy,  as 
in  a  Welfli  genealogy — how  fine  it  is  !  Look  at  your  colla- 
terals !  "  Our  coufins  of  Rome  ! "  "  My  forefather, 
Dunwallo  Molmutius  !  "  "  From  Merlin  !  "  "  We  of  the 
Tribes  !  "  "  At  our  Round  Table,  look  you  !  "  "  Before 
your  Chriftian  Era,"  and  the  like.  Or  to  find  yourfelf  pen- 
dant, on  an  Efcocheon  up  in  a  tree,  German  faihion ;  Ar- 
phaxad,  or  fome  fuch  on  his  back,  armed  to  the  teeth,  the 
Stalwart  Oak  growing  from  his  girt  loins  literally  j  Patri- 
archs, their  coats  and  names  fixed  on  the  thick  fiem ;  the 
Dukes  of  Edom  and  Counts  of  the  Holy  Roman  Empire 
up  the  leading  branches  \  Barons,  Margraves,  Landgraves,  and 
Hertzogs,  all  amongft  the  leaves  ;  Emperours'  crowns,  Elec- 


Profane  and  EfidleCs  Genealogies.  265 

tors  and  Prince  Bifhops,  their  mitres  and  coronets,  fruit-like, 
here  and  there  :  no  one  lefs  than  a  Chanoinefs  or  a  Ritter  on 
even  the  fmallefl:  twigs — how  goodly  is  it ! 

Then  for  defcent.  Art  thou  a  Celt  ?  From  what  King  ? 
Where  is  he  who  hath  not  his  contentious  blood  from 
Mac  Ogre  6  More  ?  If  an  Angle :  art  not  o'  the  race  o* 
the  gods — from  Woden,  fir  ?  If  a  Norman  :  'tis  a  poor 
fellow  came  not  in  with  the  Conqueror  ! 

Romulus,  what  a  flovenly  foundling  he  had  been  but 
for  that  fuck  o'  the  wolf !  And  our  own  Plantagenets  :  is 
it  not  well  known  that  from  King  John  downwards  (if  not 
a  generation  or  fo  earlier)  their  was  a  flrain  o'  the  devil  in 
them  ? 

Sir  Thomas  denies  this  latter  point:  but  fo  't  hath  been  faid. 

But  to  have  a  Pedigree  indeed  !  One  not  to  be  afhamed 
of !  Such  as  you  can  honeffcly  trace  ftep  by  flep,  genera- 
tion by  generation,  through  thefe  modern  times  up  to  thofe 
glorious  days  of  chivalry  and  honour,  when  manly  courage 
and  Chriftian  virtue  were  diiferent  terms  only  for  one  noble 
fentiment  of  felf-devotion  ;  when  you  find  your  anceflor  a 
Ivnight,  perhaps,  of  gentle  lineage,  acting  a  true  part,  « hie 
labor  !  hoc  opus  ejl !  !  * 
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To  bear  a  heart  pulfing  generous  thoughts.  In  your 
veins,  blood  ready  to  flow  in  your  country's  caufe — for  your 
God,  if  need  be.  To  know  that  your  progenitors  had  the 
like:  that  your  courage  is  anfwerable  to  theirs — though 
your  part  in  life  be  ever  fo  different — this  is  a  good  induce- 
ment to  you  to  hold  yourfelf  up  to  that  fliandard  wherefrom 
to  fwerve,  or  depart,  or  decline,  ever  fo  little,  would  be 
mofl  unmanly  and  degenerate !  Remember  your  part  of 
the  harnefs  lieth  about  the  heart  of  the  common  body :  'tis 
for  you  and  yours  to  keep  guard  there ! 

Now,  on  the  other  hand  (and  this  is  it  which  maketh 
the  fcience  of  Heraldry  and  Genealogy  fo  diftafl:eful  in  our 
newfangled  times),  if  you,  priding  yourfelf  on  your  father's 
deeds,  let  your  own  life  pafs  in  a  profligate  nothingnefs,  as  if 
*  Fruges  confiimere  hiatus '  merely,  are  you  not  doubly  bafe, 
firfl:,  in  being  in  yourfelf  evil ;  fecondly,  as  having  had  fuch 
enfamples,  fpurned  them  ? 

What  would  you  think  of  him  who  beareth  a  rampant 
Lyon  fhould  he  fneak  away  from  the  battle  ?  or  of  the 
pafTant  Leopard  were  he  to  turn  tail  ?  Have  you  heard 
that  the  proud  plume  of  Ormonde  vailed  to  any  ?  that  the 
Talbot  ran  from  the  game  ?     No,  no !  thefe  things  hold 
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us  to  our  duty  when  perhaps  other  refpecflful  chains  be  too 
feeble,  or  too  flack  !  The  arm  armed,  embowed ;  'tis  a 
common  device  by  way  of  creft.  Well,  you  have  feen  it 
with  a  mere  hilt — a  fword  pommel — as  who  fliould  fay,  with 
Widdrington  in  Chevy  Chafe,  fuch  an  one  would  fight  on's 
ftumpes  !  Perhaps  fome,  bearing  this  fignificance  of  an  old 
prowefs,  would  now-a-days  contend  manfully  for  great 
truths — Eh  ?  Then  another  carrieth  a  broken  fpear,  bran- 
difliing  it  valiantly.  How  would  it  be,  fuppofmg  this  change 
in  him :  an  arm  embowed,  feedily  clad,  out  o'  elbows  i'  th' 
doublet  fleeve  (and  o'  confcience,  too),  drivelling  quills  in's 
fingers ;  forging  acceptances  of  men's  hands,  or,  may  be, 
flourifhing  deceptions  lies  ?  Eh,  now  ?  Believe  it,  there  is 
fome  meaning  in  thefe  things.  You  can  make  virtue  here- 
ditary :  it  is  furely  fo  in  fome.  You  would  not  expetft  to 
find  him  o'  the  Pelican  grinding  the  faces  o'  the  poor,  for 
whom  the  Holy  prototype  was  wounded — would  you  ? 
Here  is  a  tale.  One  of  the  Swan,  'tis  vouched,  left  by  his 
Teftament  that  all  his  ready  money  fhould  be  fpent  joyfully 
at  his  funeral.  So  the  bells  were  tolled  with  a  "  merrily, 
ding-dong,"  and  the  parifh  was  fed,  and  the  naked  were 
clothed  by  his  executors,  while  he  lay  in  his  fhroud.     He 
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had  lived  with  this  motto,  "  Moriens  Cam"  and  fo  he  would 
fain  die  in  the  fame  humour.  What  think  now  ?  'Twas  a 
quaint  conceipt !  What  though  ?  Muft  he  not  have  had  a 
fweet  hope  who  fhould  die  fmging  ?  God  give  us  all,  with 
him,  a  glad  refurreflion  !  Then  in  Sir  Thomas  his  cafe. 
Did  he  not  fay  you  fhould  fee  how  he  would  bear  his  Crofs  ? 
And  did  he  not  bear  it  as  a  Chriflian  ihould,  cheerfully, 
but  without  fanftimonious  boaftings  and  bombaftic  phrafe- 
ology,  as  who  fhould  fay — "  Look  at  me,  what  I  fufFer  !  am 
I  not  patient  ?  Behold,  put  me  in  your  godly  ballads  for  a 
Saint,  or  fome  fuch  fit  example  !  '* 

That  gentle  apoflle  of  the  Gentiles,  if  you  remember, 
took  a  fine  figure  from  the  harnefs  of  his  time  ;  fpeaking  of 
your  girt  loins,  your  helmet,  your  breafl-plate,  nay,  your 
whole  armour  to  the  very  fword ;  and  the  Knights-Tem- 
plar and  of  St.  John  of  Jeruiiilem  were  they  not  in  their 
inflitution  and  early  works  religious  ^. 

There  is  "  good  in  every  thing,"  faith  our  poet.  And,  in 
the  matter  of  genealogies  and  heraldry,  there  is  more  to  be 
learned,  Mafler  Fungus,  than  your  working-day  brain  and 
groat-worfhipping  heart  wotteth  of. 

Now  to  what  end  is  all  this  difcourfe  upon  the  Occult 
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Sciences  ?  If  it  will  help  you  to  an  eftate,  Squire  Lucre, 
you  will  ftudy  the  matter,  will  you  not  ?  Why  not  then 
underftand  that  queftion  will  ferve  to  ihew  how  much 
better  a  man  your  grandfather  was  than  yourfelf  art  likely 
to  be  ?  It  may  urge  you  to  a  wholefome  emulation ;  and,  if 
your  honours  and  lands  defcend  from  any  great  one,  you 
fhould  in  mere  piety  commemorate  him.  So,  fhould  your 
anceflors  be  unheard  of,  you,  repairing  their  negle6l  in  that 
particular,  mufl  try  and  make  a  worthy  name  for  your  own 
poflerity ;  in  whofe  future  pedigree  you  (hall,  haply,  figure 
as  a  greater  than  Brute  of  Troy,  and  be  a  finer  ftock  than 
that  vegetable  knight  with  the  tree  on's  fiiomach. 

And  note  that,  as  others  have  done  their  part,  fo  do  you 
yours  :  remembering  always  that  you  are  but  one  mafcle,  a 
ring  of  that  coat  of  chain-armour  which  fhall  wear  on  to 
all  eternity.  Keep  thyfelf  from  ruft  and  tarnifli ;  and  be- 
ware of  that  eger-fournefs  which  will  corrode  the  bright 
metal  of  the  befi  fmith,  quoth  Thomas  o'  Swarraton. 

For,  as  the  fa£l  of  our  learning  from  our  predecefibrs  is 
evidence  of  our  manhood  (the  beafts  having  no  fuch  tra- 
ditional knowledge) :  fo  the  fenfe  ive  all  have  of  honour  and 
juflice  and  truth,  and  felf-facrificing  love  (which  thofe  born 
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but  to  die  cannot  attain  to),  is  proof  that  we  have  perpetual 
Ufe  as  a  race,  whofe  grown  virtues  fhall  ever  flourifh. 

Now  to  return  to  the  matter.  You  fhould  have  feen  the 
idle  and  falfe  pedigree  Doleman's  book  fet  forth  for  the 
Infanta  !  How  almofl  all  our  ICings  were  contumelioufly 
traduced  as  wrongful  poflefFors  ;  and  all  in  England  of  the 
blood-royal  as  either  illegitimate  or  uncapable  of  the  Crown ! 

From  princefles  who  had  died  childlefs  :  from  younger 
daughters'  poflerities  :  from  females  where  had  been  male 
heirs  :  To  wit,  through  Alan  Fergaut,  Earl  of  Brittany, 
through  Alphonfo  IX.,  King  of  Caftile,  through  the  Dukes 
of  Parma  and  Braganza,  paffing  over  all  thofe  our  noble 
and  gentle  men  of  better  lineage :  her  claim  was  fetched  ! 
Againff  the  teftimony  of  G.  Gemeticenfis,  Pope  Innocent 
the  Third  (in  Matthew  Parys),  and  Abbat  Robert ;  againfl 
Rodrigo  Archbifhop  of  Toledo,  and  againft  FroifTart ;  and 
in  contempt  of  the  authority  of  that  Council  of  Trent,  which 
they  fo  feem  to  affeft,  did  they  thruft  forth  their  paltry  pre- 
tenfions  that  they  might  curry  favour  with  the  Spaniard  :  as 
willing  to  delude  their  compatriots,  to  make  way  for  tumults 
and  feditions  at  home,  and  war  abroad,  and  to  fet  up  ladders 
for  ambitious  men  to  climb  unto  their  own  downfall ! 
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And  EfTex  was  well  content  in  that  he  could  fhew  the 
Queen  how  manifeftly  in  error  were  the  forged  titles  of  the 
Infanta.  He  well  knew  her  Grace  (having  as  yet  no  ifTue) 
was  very  tetchy  in  the  matter  of  the  fucceffion.  This  would 
quiet  her.  'Twas  her  Majefty's  wifli,  he  faid,  to  leave  it 
in  abeyance  till  fuch  time  as  fhe  Ihould  be  refolved.  Sir 
Thomas  fmiled. 

'Tis  much,  forfooth,  when  we  be  in  the  grave  who 
ftiall  fit  in  our  empty  chair — wear  our  old  cloak  and  hat — 
cajol  our  orphan  dog  with  the  worn-out  end  of  our  whilolm 
crutch  !  But  let  that  feoff  pafs.  Her  Grace  hath  the  care 
of  thefe  realms,  and  not  you  ! 

EfTex  was  content :  for  now  was  the  Queen  certain  my 
Lord  had  no  fhare  in  that  vile,  lying,  and  unnatural  book, 
having  with  fo  much  ingenuity  proved  its  worthlefTnefs  even 
to  that  end  for  which  it  was  put  forth. 

Her  Grace  was  not  told  how  all  the  people  about  her 
Court  ufed  to  write  to  the  Scots  King  touching  his  hereditary 
claim  j  or  you  may  be  fure  the  Stuart  line  fhould  by  Act  of 
Parliament  be  excluded  from  the  golden  rigol. 

Now    the   infedlion    of   thefe    iludies  be  foon  caught, 
efpecially  in  one  of  generous  blood.     And  EfTex,  whom 
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fome  had  prompted  to  that  conceit,  mufl:  needs  hear,  fmce 
the  true  lineage  be  ftill  at  home — as  Clarencieux  and  the 
Knight  affirmed — how  ftands  his  oivn  reverfionary  pretenfion. 

«  To  what  ? "  faith  Sir  Thomas. 

"  No  one,"  quoth  my  Lord,  colouring  to  the  eye,  "  will 
queftion  her  Grace's  " 

«  PofTeffion  ? "  faith  Sir  Thomas,  grandly. 

"  But  only,"  refumeth  my  Lord,  "  juil:  on  the  ground  that 
her  Highnefs  fhould  depart  childlefs,  who  " 

The  Knight  held  himfelf  very  (lately,  faying — 

"  Her  Grace,  dear  my  Lord,  fhall  take  no  exception  to 
your  defcent.  Your  blood,  through  the  noble  Bourchiers, 
is  from  Thomas  of  Woodftock,  the  fixth  fon  of  the  Great 
Edward.     There  be  yet  many  of  the  elder  lines." 

"  How  ? "  faid  Effex,  "  I  thought  all  was  fpilled — but 
that  was  mixed  with  Harry  Tudor's  in  Elizabeth  of  York." 

«  Nay  !  "  faid  Sir  Thomas  Cheney. 


p^^ 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

''  Counfellors  are  Jiot  commotily  fo  united,^  hut  that  one  coufi- 
fellor  keepeth  Sentinel  over  another ;  Jo  that  if  any  do  Coimfel  out 
offaElion  or  private  ends^  it  cometh  commonly  to  the  King's  Ear" 

Bacon,  Essay  xx. 

*'  There  is  a  kind  of  Folloiuers  likeivife^  luhich  are  dangerous, 
being  indeed  Efpialls ;  luhich  enquire  the  fecrets  of  the  Houfe,  and 
bear  Tales  of  them  to  others.  Tet  fuch  men,  many  times,  are  in 
great  favour  ^^ — Ib.  xlviii. 


HE  Knight  and  his  fon  returned  to  Chenies. 
All  was  well  there  ;  and  by  much  the  hap- 
pier now.  Oh,  the  recountings  of  what  fmall 
Robin  had  efFe6i:ed  !  How  he  had  aflayed  to  pull  himfelf 
towards  one  bright  metal  Ordinary  on  a  particular  fhield ; 
how   he  had   crowed  and  clapped  his  tiny  hands,  feeing  a 

pretty  blue    and  white    Gonfanon  waved  ;    how  he  had 
VOL.  11.  T 
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fondled  the  beaver  of  a  certain  helmet !  Then  did  Sir 
Thomas  tell  how  he  had  put  an  end  to  the  Infanta's  cafe ; 
grounding  the  Council,  who  had  his  advice,  in  the  iniquitous 
myftery  of  that  fpurious  Pedigree  !  Think  of  all  he  and 
William  found  to  fay  on  that  wonderful  Hiftory  of  the  Con- 
tention, fo  livelily  enabled  before  them  in  the  little  O  or 
circle  of  the  Theatre  !  What  a  fweet  Poet  was  Mafler 
Shakfpeare,  whom  they  hoped  to  fee  as  a  vifitor  on  his  way 
to  Stratford  !  'Twas  very  ftrange,  quoth  Mftrefs  Helen, 
how  the  Earl  of  Eflex  fhould  fo  give  his  leifure  away  from 
his  poor  wife.  William  fighed,  and  then  kiffed  her.  Dame 
Elizabeth  faid  plainly  'twas  a  wicked  woman  that  enticed 
the  filly  youth.     Sir  Thomas  fhook  his  head. 

So  they  fpake.  And  among  fuch  quiet  thoughts  and  in- 
nocent imaginings  how  happily  they  lived  ! 

Effex,  as  you  have  heard,  was  for  a  while  content ;  the 
ridiculous  queflion  of  the  Genealogies  being  laid  bye. 
But  he  had  plunged  headlong  into  a  fea  of  troubles,  in 
which  there  was  no  haven  of  reft ;  and  there  were  thofe 
who  would  not  pour  oil  on  thofe  waters,  but  rather  blow 
them  to  raging.  You  know  what  Becons  be  lighted  for 
the   toffed  mariner .?     As  yet  all  was  unfathomed,  unfur- 
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veyed,  by  the  Earl.  Though  he  might  touch  the  bottom 
here  and  there,  or  now  and  again  grafp  fome  helping  hand, 
it  was  for  the  moft  part  beyond  his  depth ;  and,  in  the 
hazy  fpray  of  thofe  ftormy  waters,  who  could  tell  friend 
from  foe,  while  flruggling  alone — the  billows  tumbling 
him  ever  and  anon  into  fome  rougher  and  more  turbulent 
fpace  ? 

Had  he  not  great  men  to  flay  on  ? — Truly :  and  good 
friends.  Befide  Antony,  there  was  a  Mafter  Reynolds,  a  bufy 
perfon,  vexed  to  find  that  any  other  was  required.  Henry 
Wooton,  a  linguift  of  great  experience,  correfponding  with 
thofe  of  Tranfylvania  and  Polonia.  Henry  CufFe,  a  philo- 
fopher.  Temple,  a  man  not  inferior  to  either.  Now,  add 
to  them  that  fugitive  Standen,  who  for  information  is  not 
to  be  furpaffed,  Wright,  a  feminary  Priefl:  for  the  fecreteft 
fpy  imaginable,  and  my  Lord  Harry  Howard,  for  what  pur- 
pofe  your  own  (or  Sir  Robert  Cecyl's)  judgment  mull: 
teach  you,  and  have  you  not  a  flaiF  for  an  honeft  man  to 
lean  upon  ?  or  a  tub  within  his  reach  ? 

But,  with  all  thefe  corks  and  buoys  to  keep  him  afloat,  the 
Earl  had  much  ado  to  hold  his  head  above  water.  "  There 
was  too  little  ballad  in  his  pockets,"  faid  Tarleton,  "  inaugre 
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his  largefft's ;''  others  thought,  "  he  fhoiild  cling  by  thelhore 
who  cannot  fwim."  But  the  truth  (without  figure)  is,  that 
there  was  not  that  inter-dependence  of  mafter-mind  and 
fimple  purpofe  between  EfTex  and  his  fecretaries  which  would 
ferve  in  that  matter.  CufFe  would  be  my  Lord,  and  my 
Lord  would  be  Secretary  Wooton.  Temple  conceived  vafl 
fchemes,  which  Antony  mull:  needs  exhauft  himfelf  in  over- 
throwing. Reynolds  was  fulky  when  he  fhould  have  been 
aftive  5  and,  for  the  mod  part,  Harry  Howard  and  the  Jefuits 
had  their  own  way  of  it.  Now,  what  had  my  Lord  to  do 
with  Policy  ^.  Is  he  not  too  honefl  for  that  adventure  ? 
You  fee  he  fpends  his  having  lavifhly,  ever  regardlefs  of 
his  poor  eftate  !  Is  he  not  too  chivalrous  ?  Surely  the  fore- 
mofl  in  every  fray — challenging  fortune — the  very  mark  of 
honour — the  boldefl  foldier,  the  kindeft  friend,  the  com- 
pleatefi:  gentleman!  Is  he  not  ^ vir generofus ?^ — You  that 
have  had  dealings  with  him,  even  as  an  adverfary,  bring 
your  proofs  ?  What  maketh  he  and  Policy  ?  Then  Harry 
Howard,  that  foul  ftigmatic  on  his  noble  lineage,  and  thofe 
Paplft  intelligencers,  what  hath  my  Lord  to  fay  to  them  ? 
Nothing,  be  you  affured  !  It  hath  been  carefully  put  to 
him^  that  a  pack  of  thefe  be  needful  to  a  Mnifter  of  State: 
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for  Walfingham  had  the  like — Leicefter  too — with  fome 
ruffians  to  boot.  Burghley  and  his  Ton  have  them  of  all 
kinds,  even  now.  EfTex  muft  have  them  !  But,  you  will 
fay,  "  Thefe  men  be  more  knowledgable,  more  difcreet  and 
wary  than  the  Lord  Treafurer  and  Mafler  Secretary's  fer- 
vants."  True — et  hinc  illiz  lachrymal  They  be  very  hurt 
for  that,  the  Cecyls.  Yet  'tis  wife  to  work  with  keen  tools 
fliould  there  be  aught  to  do,  is  it  not  ? 

But  why  fliould  my  Lord,  being  an  honeft,  a  chivalrous, 
a  generous  nobleman,  condefcend  to  the  bafe  ufe  of  thefe  ? 
To  fpeak  truly,  you  mufl  take  his  Honefly  away  ere  he  fliall 
make  much  ufe  of  his  Policy  !  Chivalry  may  not  hide  and 
fhuffle,  and  gloze  and  fawn ;  neither  can  an  Earl  conveni- 
ently circumvent  by  fraud  whom  he  cannot  conquer  by  love, 
or  conftrain  by  awe.  EfTex  is  one  of  whom  you  make  a 
hero  or  a  friend,  but  you  fhall  not  make  a  politician  of  him 
while  you  live.     No,  nor  a  rogue  ! 

It  is  the  opinion  of  the  wife  men  of  our  time  (fupping  in 
the  "  Great  Harry"),  that  fome  evil  counfellors  have  been 
craftily  put  upon  my  Lord  to  bring  him  from  her  Grace's 
favour  by  fome  miferable  fault  •,  'twas  the  State  trick  ere 
now.     Certain  it  is  thofe  other  whom  he  hath  chofen,  to 
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wit,  Temple,  Mr.  Philofopher  CufFe,  Wooton,  and  the  two 
Bacons,  are  of  another  sort :  who,  while  they  ferve  him 
honeflly  to  their  mutual  end,  would  point  him  to  that  mark 
of  glory  and  greatnefs  his  ambition  would  fain  reach ; 
crying  aim  to  his  untutored  efforts.  But  my  Lord  would 
be  a  Statefman  and  a  Commander  too. 

Oh,  that  perpetual  Philip  !  what  incredible  fears  in  the 
minds  of  men  hath  he  been  breeding  !  Did  he  not  well 
know  that  our  Admiral,  Sir  Francis  Drake,  was  now  no 
more,  having  died  o'  the  pain  o'  the  flux,  and  grief  for  his 
late  adverfe  fuccefTes  :  who,  after  the  manner  of  funerals  at 
fea,  was  cafl  overboard  with  a  peale  of  ordnance,  almofl  in 
the  fame  place  where  firfl:  he  began  to  grow  famous  to  the 
world  by  his  fortunate  fucceffes  ?  Spain  rejoiced.  For  him 
did  William  Cheney  grieve.  A  kind  man  this  great  cap- 
tain, who  in  the  hour  of  fhipwreck  had  held  to  him  a 
friendly  rope  !  Frobifher  and  Hawkins  both  were  dead. 
Philip  conceiveth  himfelf  all  safe.  Then  did  the  Cardinal 
Archduke  fuddenly  enter  France ;  laying  fiege  to  Calys. 
While  we  were  quarrelling  how  befl  to  harry  the  Main, 
lo,  Spain  booms  and  bangs  i'  the  Channel !  Gran,t  we  hear 
no  more  o'  that  noife  at  Greenwich  !     The  French  (ever 
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willing  to  blame  fome  one)  were  now  fond  to  whifper  that 
England  had  not  helped  them  in  thole  ftraights  as  fhe  had 
promifed.  But  our  Queen  purged  herfelf  of  all  things  ob- 
jected by  them ;  her  Grace  not  being  one  to  flomach 
injuries. 

So,  left  the  Spaniard  make  but  a  ftep  and  a  jump  to  Dover, 
her  Majefty  again  prepares  her  fleets  and  armies,  as  if  to 
meet,  fhould  they  chufe,  another  Armado.  In  her  excel- 
lent wifdom,  Elizabeth  fends  the  Earl  of  ElTex  with  my 
Lord  Charles  Howard  as  General  and  Commander  of 
that  expedition,  appointing  Ralegh  their  Rear- Admiral.  Was 
it  not  a  royal  ftroke  of  Policy  to  caufe  her  Foreign  Secretary 
fight  thofe  battles  his  ftate  craft  had  (as  was  pretended)  fo 
cleverly  prepared  ?  'Tis  faid  'twas  a  Mufcovite  taftic  :  but 
let  her  Grace  have  the  credit  of  it.  It  feemeth  a  fair  ifTue, 
doth  it  not  ?  Of  courfe  there  was  fome  hollow  found  as 
of  treaties  and  conventions  ;  neutralities  and  international 
prefumptions  (Boruffian  fchemes  forfooth.)  For  that  Anto- 
nio Perez,  who,  without  the  watchfulnefs  and  painful  pa- 
tience of  Mafter  Antony,  would  have  chanced  on  fome  blot 
whereby  to  make  an  after  game,  was  yet  with  the  French 
King  :  and  would  fain  have  cajoled  my  Lord,  if  it  might  be. 
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But  EfTex,  forewarned  of  his  duplomatic  wilynefs,  had  no- 
thing to  do  with  him  or  his  envoys.  Glad  would  he  be  to 
put  it  to  the  ifTue — ultima  ratio  regum.  Yet  was  there  ftill 
delay  :  and  that  from  no  juftified  caufe.  Some  feeding  the 
Queen  in  her  irrefolution,  fo  that  fhe  would  wrangle  with 
the  Adlion  for  no  other  caufe  but  becaufe  it  was  now  in 
hand.  Then,  again,  Sir  Walter,  he  was  expefting  a  fon 
from  the  fair  Throckmorton,  and  would  fain  flay  the  expe- 
dition till  the  chriftening  might  be  over.  A  Fig  ! — as  if  he 
cared  for  that !  Such  pelting  refpefts  to  ftay  a  vafl  emprife ! 
But  Elfex,  who  well  knew  he  could  never  do  fervice  to  the 
Queen  but  againft  her  will ;  having  racked  his  wits  to  get 
this  commiffion,  and  his  means  to  carry  that  which  fhould  do 
the  feat,  as  they  fay,  againil:  the  hair,  would  now  go  through 
with  it :  declaring  he  would  elfe  of  a  General  become  a 
Monk  upon  an  hour's  warning.  He  quitteth  his  politick  defk 
and  fendeth  poft  for  'Zekiel.     '  To  arms,  man  ! ' 

At  length  her  Grace  allowed  of  his  departure,  fending 
down  Fulke  Greville  with  a  pretty  parting  letter  to  her  fa- 
vourite, and  a  private  meditation  or  prayer  for  the  then  pre- 
fent  expedition.  Oh,  flie  could  touch  the  very  heart  of  the 
heart  of  her  lieges  when  fhe  lifted !  their  patriotifm,  thei*" 
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religion,  their  devotion,  their  loyalty  to  God  and  her  Grace ! 
How  patiently  would  flie  bear  it — how  fondly  cherifh — how 
wifely  educate  !  A  moft  royal  mother,  a  moft  afPedlionate 
governefs  truly  !  INIy  Lord  catcheth  the  vein.  ^ 

*'  I  know  God  hath  a  great  work  to  work  by  me,"  quoth 
EfTex.  "  I  thank  God  I  fee  my  way  both  fmooth  and  cer- 
tain, and  I  will  make  all  the  world  fee  I  underftand  myfelf ! " 
That  v/as  fine,  was  it  not  ? 

Oh,  fuch  a  plot  for  the  Campaign  as  my  Lord  laid  ! 
Here,  furely,  lay  his  genius  in  the  proje6lion  and  execution 
of  noble  and  courageous  exploits  ;  for  whatfoever  his  hand 
found  to  do,  that  did  he  with  all  his  might : — therein  fol- 
lowing Solomon  his  advice.  Firft,  to  attempt  fomething  in 
another  country,  rather  than  await  an  enemy  in  your  own. 
Secondly,  to  intercept  that  treafure  whence  the  fmews  of 
war  receive  their  nourifhment.  Laftly,  fo  to  make  war  on 
him  with  his  own  money,  and  to  beat  him  from  his  fhips 
that  he  fhall  be  utterly  difcontinued  from  fea  and  unhelped 
on  fhore  !  "  Thus,"  quod  he,  "  fhould  her  Majefly  be 
both  fecured  from  his  parlous  invafions,  and  become  M'lflrefs 
of  the  Ocean,  which  is  the  greatnefs  that  the  Queen  of  our 
Ifland  fhould  afpire  to." 
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And  when  one  counselled  more  pacific  measures,  EiTex 
boldly  put  it  thus,  "  Whether  he  will  make  war  upon  us  if 
we  let  him  alone,  let  his  folicitations,  offers,  and  gifts  to  the 
rebels  of  Ireland,  his  befieging  of  Calys  and  winning  of 
thofe  parts  of  France  that  front  upon  us,  and  his  flrength- 
ening  himfelf  by  fea  by  fo  many  means — let  thofe  things,  I 
fay,  tell  us." 

And  much  more  to  this  effect  did  my  Lord  write  to  the 
Council  (for  they  were  ftill  for  thieving  the  time  with  un- 
worthy refpecSls)  :  he  fhowing  them  by  a  notable  example 
how  that, "  as  the  end  of  wars  is  peace,  fo  viftorious  England 
might  have  peace  when  fhe  v/ould,  and  with  what  conditions 
fhe  would.  That  {he  might  conclude  or  leave  out  whom 
fhe  would.  Eor  fhe  only,  by  this  courfe,  fhould  force 
Spain  to  wifh  for  peace  •,  and  fhe,  having  the  means  in  her 
hands  to  make  the  conditions,  it  would  be  as  eafy  to  do  this 
as  to  perform  leffer  or  yet  lefs  certain  fervices." 

You  are  tired  of  thefe  delays  ?  So  was  Effex.  They  fet 
fail.  But  the  elements  would  have  their  bye-play,  too  ! 
They  will  difpute  the  Rule  with  Britannia  herfelf,  occa- 
fjonally. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

*'  Long  the  proud  Spaniard  had  vaunted  to  conquer  us, 
Threatening  our  country  with  fyer  and  fword  ; 
Often  preparing  their  Navy  mo/l  fumptuous, 
IVith  as  great  plenty  as  Spain  could  afford. 

Dub  a  dub,  dub  a  dub,  thus  Jlr ike  their  drums  : 
Tantara  !   Tantara,  the  EngUJhman  comes  I " 

The  Winning  of  Gades. — A  Ballad. 

GAIN,  with  a  moft  profperous  wind,  was  the 
fleet  carried  far  into  the  Weftern  Ocean ; 
3]  pafling  along  the  Coaft  of  Portingale  not  once 
defcried,  and  that  purpofely.  For,  had  we  been  perceived, 
or  had  we  attempted  any  thing  on  the  hither  fhore  of 
Spain,  the  alarm  had  prefently  been  given.  Our  defign 
was  (and  that  with  the  privity  of  very  few)  upon  Gades, 
fo  much  renowned  by  the  Poets  for  the  Sun's  lodging  ;  and 
by  the  ancient  Geographers  holden  for  the  uttermoft  bound 
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of  the  earth :  at  this  day  a  moil:  famous  Mart-town,  com- 
modious in  our  hands  to  annoy  the  enemy,  and  there  an 
end. 

Upon  Sunday,  the  2oth  of  June,  one  thoufand  five 
hundred  and  ninety-fix,  betimes  in  the  morning,  did  v/e 
cafl  anchor  near  S.  Sebaftian  his  Chaple  on  the  wefl  fide. 
My  Lord,  full  of  courage  and  of  youthful  heat,  was  of 
opinion  that  the  forces  were  prefently  to  be  landed. 
Ralegh  and  the  Lord  Admiral  were  of  a  contrary  mind  ; 
the  fea  beating  violently  on  the  fhore.  "  Without  all  delay 
let  us  fet  upon  the  fhips  of  war,  galleons,  and  merchant- 
(hips  that  be  fo  thick  together  in  the  Bay,  or  upon  fom.e  of 
them,"  prefled  Effex.  But  neither  did  this  pleafe  the  reft  \ 
forafmuch  as  the  enemy's  (liips  lay  under  the  fafeguard  of 
their  Forts,  from  whence,  as  alfo  from  the  fhips  them- 
felves,  moft  prefent  danger  threatened  us. 

The  next  day,  at  the  coming  in  of  the  tide,  did  the 
Spanifh  fliips  of  war  remove  towards  a  point  of  land 
called  Puntal,  and  the  merchant-fhips  drew  more  inward 
towards  Port  Real :  We  Englifh,  weighing  anchor,  now 
came  into  their  place,  being  furioully  played  upon  by 
Ordnance  \  on  the  one  fide  from  the  Port  of  S.  Philip, 
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on  the  other  from  the  Galleons.  Such  a  confort  of 
artillery  !  Such  heavy  booming  of  the  big  guns  !  Crafhing 
of  burft  timbers,  flapping  of  rent  fails,  fwagging  of 
loofened  fpars  and  3'ards,  falling  mafls  !  Still  the  thunder- 
ing and  banging  !  Shoutings  and  fcreamings  ! 

Now  was  it  refolved  to  fet  upon  the  Spanifli  fhips 
amain.  Eflex  being  overjoyed,  threw  up  his  hat  (which 
the  wind  catching,  hurled  into  the  fea)  ;  "  Entramos  ! 
Entramos  !  S.  George  ! "  he  cried.  Then  did  Sir  Walter,  as 
was  refolved,  pafs  to  the  Van ;  fainting  my  Lord 
courteoufly  (though,  as  fome  fald,  with  a  gibe).  Then, 
keeping  the  midft  of  the  Channel,  he  direfted  the  prow  of 
his  ftiip  (the  Waflfpight)  right  againfl:  the  Spanifh  fhips  of 
war,  which  prefently  fell  back,  flipping  their  cables  and 
running  up  the  harbour.  Vere,  Lord  Marflial,  now  dif- 
charged  upon  the  Galleys  out  of  the  Rainbow  :  but  they, 
lying  fafe  under  the  town  with  their  prows  againft  him, 
entertained  him  all  too  roughly,  till  the  Earl  of  Eflex  in 
the  Ark  Royal  came  in  to  his  aid.  And  then  indeed  they 
fled !  For  my  Lord,  when  he  faw  his  comrades  under 
Are,  could  no  longer  be  reflrained ;  but,  thrufling  himfelf 
into  the  very  midfl  of  the  affray,  hotly  fought  from  break 
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of  day  till  noon.  The  Spaniards,  anon,  their  Galleons 
being  fhot  through  and  through — their  Sailors  flain  therein — 
refolved  to  fire  their  fhips  or  run  them  upon  land.  Many 
for  very  fear  caft  themfelves  overboard  j  whereof  fome 
gat  to  the  (hore,  fome  were  taken,  others  drowned,  others, 
fwimming  about  unwittingly,  craved  mercy.  From  the 
brave,  none  who  be  unfortunate  afk  aid  in  vain.  No  cold 
blood  is  drawn  by  Engliihmen  ! 

Then  was  the  Spanifh  Admiral,  the  S.  Philip,  by  a 
moor,  fuddenly  burfl:  up  with  a  terrific  explofion,  the  gun- 
powder being  incontinently  fired.  Poor  half-burned 
Sailors  leaped  into  the  water,  very  many  hanging  to  ropes' 
ends  under  water  even  to  their  lips  :  others  floating  about 
with  grievous  wounds,  unable  to  ftretch  forth  their  arms 
for  help.  Oh  !  'twas  a  piteous  fight — frightful  and  full  of 
horror  !  For  the  heavy  ordnance  of  that  huge  caflle-lilce 
fhip  kept  playing  itfelf  off  promlfcuoully  and  without  aim , 
ever  and  anon  as  the  fire  came  near  the  loaded  guns.  To 
make  all  worfe,  the  S.  Thomas  and  fome  others,  though  in 
lefs  meafure,  fell  under  a  like  calamity.  But  SS.  Mathias 
and  Andrew  were  both  faved  and  taken ;  only  by  great 
diligence  and  care.     For,  you  muft  know,  the  Spaniard  is 


The  Land  Fight,  287 


fain  to  keep  the  Apoflles  from  the  unholy  touch  of  us 
heretics. 

As  foon  as  the  fea  fight  was  ended,  Eflex  fent  men  on 
land  to  break  down  the  bridge  and  the  engine  whereby 
the  Galleys  had  efcaped,  that  there  might  no  longer  be 
accefs  to  thofe  parts.  He  himfelf,  having  the  very  flower 
of  the  nobility  with  him,  fet  his  men  in  order  of  battle, 
marching  in  hafte  to  the  city. 

"  Entramos  !  Entramos  ! — S.  George  !  S.  George  for 
England  ! " 

This  was  the  order  of  the  fi^^ht. 

o 

First  the  Spaniih  horfe  and  foot  fhewed  themfelves  fome 
half  a  mile  from  the  town  :  but  withal  retired  ;  we  drawing 
on  rapidly.  When  prefently  there  iflued  forth  more,  my 
Lord  commanded  his  men  to  retire  in  order  (for  a  feint ;) 
and  foon  after,  having  drawn  the  enemy  on  farther,  then 
to  return  and  charge  upon  them.  So  the  trumpet  gave 
that  note,  and  then  that  other,  as  alarum  to  the  battle. 
And  this  was  done  fo  prolperoufly  and  with  fuch  force, 
that  we  put  them  to  inftant  flight ;  following  them  fo 
clofely  at  the  heels,  that  they  could  fcarce  enter  the  gate  to 
fhut  it  in  our  face. 
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The  impetuous  Earl  now  mounted  on  a  Bulwark  next 
unto  the  gate.  From  this  height  he  faw  an  entrance,  but 
ib  fleep  that  he  mufl:  leap  down  a  pike's  length.  Yet  there 
leaped  fome  with  'Zekiel,  he  having  the  Earl's  Great 
Standard  (a  Compony  of  white  and  red,  feven  yards  in 
length,  having  the  hiot  which  all  fo  well  know,  and  my 
Lord's  other  devices,  worked  handfomely  thereon.) 

Meanwhile  Sir  Francis  Vere,  forcing  open  the  gate,  brake 
in,  and  with  him  EfTex  himfelf.  "  Entramos  !  Entramos  ! — 
S.  George  !  S.  George  for  England  !  "  Now  was  there 
a  fharp  fight  in  the  ftreets.  In  half  an  hour  we  came  to 
the  Market-place,  when,  as  fome  remembered  afterwards, 
we  were  much  annoyed  by  flones  thrown  down  from  the 
flat  tops  of  their  houfes — a  murtherous  device  :  but  what 
may  not  befieged  folk  do  in  their  native  town,  protefting 
Hearth  and  Altar  ?  Then  was  brave  Sir  John  Wingfield 
fliot  in  head,  dead.  Many  were  hurt.  S.  Bagnal  with 
eight  wounds,  A.  Savage  begoared  with  blood,  were 
knighted  (Bannerets) ;  and  almoft  at  the  Hime  inftant 
entered  the  town  my  Lord  Admiral  with  his  main 
battle.  Sir  Edward  Hoby  bearing  the  great  enfign  before 
them.     "  Viftory  !     Victory  ! — England  !     England  !  " 
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Now  did  the  Spaniard  give  over  fighting,  and  retire  into 
the  Caflle  and  the  Town-houfe,  prefently  yielding  even 
thofe  flrongholds. 

But  we  fuffered  them  to  depart  in  the  garments  they 
then  wore,  offering  no  violence  to  Women,  Churchmen,  nor 
Citizens.  Pillage  there  was,  and  fome  fine  brafs  ordnance 
referved  for  her  Grace,  and  fifty-two  thoufand  Duckets  ran- 
fome  promifed.  But  my  Lord  nor  the  Lord  Admiral  gat  their 
fhare  of  neither ;  fo  intent  were  they  that  blood,  nor  facrilege, 
nor  injury  fhould  be  charged  on  them,  nor  the  Churches  or 
Monafteries  of  that  fair  city  facked  or  defiled.  As  for  the 
merchant  vefTels,  my  Lord  C.  Howard  faid  he  was  fent  to 
deftroy  the  fhipping,  not  to  releafe  them  for  money  :  which 
faying  offended  Ralegh,  who,  with  a  wound  in  his  leg, 
grumbled  that  he  got  naught  but  poverty  and  pain,  having 
conceits  of  his  own  on  that  point  of  Glory.  But  the 
matter  was  cut  fhort  by  the  Duke  of  Medina  Sidonia  order- 
ing all  thofe  fhips  to  be  fired  j  whereby  there  was  great 
damage  done  to  the  Merchaunts,  and  grievous  fpoil  loft  to 
Rere-Admiral  Sir  Walter,  who  from  his  cabin  fretted  to 
fmell  fo  many  bales  of  fragrant  tobacco  wantonly  fmoking 
themfelves  away. 

VOL.  II.  U 
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There  was,  indeed,  very  great  provifion  of  War  found  in 
the  City :  a  great  mafs  of  money,  plate,  reals  of  plate  and 
wrought  plate,  chains  of  gold,  hangings,  tapestries,  robes, 
tilTues,  cloths,  India  ftufFs  as  well  from  the  Eaft  as  Weft, 
all  which  was  pillaged ;  every  one  catching  what  he 
could.  'Twas  faid,  in  all  the  Spaniard  loft  above  twenty 
millions  of  Duckets  \  but  the  fea  and  the  fire  had  their  fhare 
of  the  fpoil. 

Then  was  there  great  rejoicing,  my  Lord  Admiral  and 
the  Earl  of  EfTex,  after  his  wont,  making  many  Ejiights,  fo 
that  gentlemen  were  offended ;  for  my  Lord  dubbed  fome 
that  were  only  officers  of  his  own  houfehold,  giving  gilt 
Spurs,  as  Tarleton  faid,  to  thofe  had  as  yet  no  Coats. 
Infomuch  that  (knowing  the  Earl's  own  poverty)  a  lewd 
fellow  of  the  camp  made  thefe  fatyrical  lines,  which  the 
foldiers  laughed  at  in  their  cups  : — 

*'  ^  'Squire  of  S^flalrs^, 

^  i^mgt)t  of  €alts, 
^nti  a  EatiU  of  tije  Nortij  ^Toutttre; 

^gcomanof  itcttt 

31Hil!j  ijts  ^earb  rent, 
aSlouIQ  btt^  t\)tx\\  out  all  t\)Xtt ! " 
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But  my  Lord  had  the  beft  o'  the  game ;  pleafurmg 
many  valiant  men.  And,  when  the  gleek  ihall  be  well 
nigh  forgotten,  the  Armoreal  Coat  of  the  Earl  of  Eflex 
will  be  found  cut  into  the  very  Walls  of  Gades  ! 


CHAPTER  XXrV. 

Quid  Het  homini  quetn  rex  vidt  honorare  ?  " 

Lib.  S.  Est.  in  Vulg.  cap.  vi.  v.  6. 

AL  hidalgo  non  fia  vifto  entre  herejos,'*  faid 
King  Philip.  "  En  verdad  es  hombre  de 
grande  governo/'  wrote  the  Cortez.  But  the 
Spanifh  people  cried,  "  Laftima  es  de  tener  guerra  con  tan 
buona  gente  y  tan  nobile  ! "  And  EfTex  was  welcomed 
home  by  fhouts  of  praife,  and  a  great  flir  of  rejoicing ;  the 
Commons  giving  him  all  the  credit  of  the  aflion.  Nay,  the 
good  Archbifhop  Whitgift  ordered  Thankfgivings  and  a 
Sermon,  which  fhould,  with  great  applaufe,  found  his  Lord- 
fhip's  worthy  fame,  his  juftice,  wifdom,  courage,  and  high 
carriage  j  making  many  comparifons  of  him  with  the  chief- 
eft  Generals  of  antique  hillory ;  and  much  inveighing 
againft  all  fuch  as  extenuated  this  happy  vi6lory. 
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"  Honour  and  Valour,"  quoth  the  Preacher,  *'  will  flou- 
rifh,  maugre  Malice  and  Envy  itfelf."  And  it  was  time  for 
my  Lord,  too,  to  vindicate  himfelf :  for  you  fhall  now  know 
that  Sir  Robert  Cecyl  holdeth  that  place  in  the  State  EfTex 
had  defigned  for  a  more  worthy  man,  Sir  Thomas  Bodley, 
to  wit.  And  to  the  end  that  the  little  boijfu  fhould  climb 
nearer  her  Grace's  ear,  you  fee  matters  had  been  made 
fmooth  for  the  Earl  his  great  emprife.  'Tis  wonderful 
the  Serpentine  twiftlng  of  that  devil's-tail  policy  !  See  what 
bafe  regards  now  are  made  to  proceed  from  her  Majefty, 
the  true  fountain  of  honour  ! 

"  Her  Highnefs  will  not  difcharge  her  troops  their 
wages — thofe  who  made  profit  of  the  adventure  fliould  defray 
that  coil !  The  Queen's  fhare  cometh  but  to  fome  twelve  or 
thirteen  thoufand  pounds.  You  fhall  not  expeft  her  Grace 
out  of  that  poor  fum  to  fatisfy  them  ? "  So  the  plunder 
was  valued  in  fpite  of  Sir  Walter,  he  having  only  fome 
one  thoufand  feven  hundred  and  fixty-nine  pounds  to 
falve  his  wound ;  while  EfTex  gat  the  library  of  Jerome 
Oforius,  Bifhop  of  Algarve,  with  which  he  munificently 
endowed  the  Vniuerfity  of  Oxford.  My  Lord  was  vexed  at 
thefe  fordid  compts  :  and  the  covetous  and  avaricious  ways 


294  '^^-^  Noble  Traytour. 


of  court  ladies,  who  wrote  to  him  for  their  fhare  of  the 
fpoil,  forfooth  !  "  I  have  a  crabbed  fortune,"  writes  he — 
''a  crabbed  fortune,  that  gives  me  no  quiet;  and  the  four 
food  I  am  fain  ftill  to  digeft  may  breed  four  humours  ;  but 
I  do  as  warily  watch  myfelf  from  corrupting  myfelf,  as  I 
do  feek  to  guard  myfelf  from  others."  EIFex  had  need  look 
about  him :  for  you  may  be  fure  this  letter  (and  with  a 
comment)  was  not  long  hid  by  Harry  Howard  from  the 
new  Secretary  for  Foreign  Affairs. 

Then  did  the  Earl  in  a  proud  vein  remind  the  Queen 
that  the  Plot  and  Scheme  of  that  adventure  was  due  to  him, 
but  that  he  had  been  thwarted  and  foiled  in  the  execution 
of  it  (as  fhe  very  v/ell  knew — and  by  whom)  •,  fhowing  her 
Grace  all  the  advantages  fhe  had  gained  notwithftanding, 
and  what  more  fhe  would  have  met  had  he  gone  on  with 
the  exploit.  And  my  Lord  Thomas  Howard  was  in  the 
one  tale  with  my  Lord.  Upon  which,  while  they  mufed, 
lo  !  news  that,  only  two  days  after  the  difallowance  of  my 
Lord's  projeft,  the  Homebound  fleet  from  the  Indies,  with 
twenty  million  of  duckets,  entered  the  Tajo  !  Oh,  my  Lord 
Treafurer  !  twenty  millions  of  duckets  loft — for  ever  ! 
How  was  the  vefTel  of  royal  wrath  then  poured  on  his 
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head  !  All  this  treafure  loft  to  her  Majefty's  Exchequer  ! 
lodged  fafely  in  that  of  her  enemy  !  The  words  of  indig- 
nity, reproach,  and  rejecting  of  the  poor  old  man  as  a  mif- 
creant  and  a  coward,  that  fhe  vented  !  Lading  him  with 
grief  for  her  {o  implacable  difpleafure,  that  he  would  be  an 
Anchorite,  if  it  might  be,  rather  !  'Twas  very  grievous  for  to 
hear  !  So  our  Earl,  God  be  thanked,  hath,  with  the  bright 
beams  of  his  valour  and  virtue,  fcattered  the  clouds  and 
cleared  the  mills  which  malicious  envy  had  ftirred  up  againft 
his  matchlefs  merit. 

Now,  it  was  no  comfort  to  the  generous  nobleman  to 
have  the  Old  Fox  crouch  and  whine,  as  he  prefently  did ; 
nor  for  the  young  Cub  fawn  and  flatter,  as  he  was  mofl 
prone  to.  For,  while  they  were  humbling  themfelves 
(flavering),  they  were  yet  knipping  him — Who  hath  the 
Cinque  ports  ?  Is  it  not  Henry  Lord  Cobham  ?  Did  not  the 
Earl  of  Eflex  pray  for  it  ?  Truly.  But  Sir  Robert  hath 
married  Miftrefs  Brooke,  the  new  Warden's  fifter,  and  the 
Viftor  of  Gades  muft  go  unanfwered  !  So  my  Lord  grew 
wearied ;  fcorning  the  pra6lices  and  diflembling  courses  of  the 
Court,  and  defiring  to  folace  himfelf,  if  it  might  be,  from  his 
dilcontent :  by  degrees  difcontinuing,  and  fo  retiring  from 
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among  thefe  perfidious  adverfaries.  And  to  all  that  his  true 
friends  agreed.  He  would  fain  go  home — to  Wales,  or 
to  Chartley,  or  down  to  the  peaceful,  happy,  pious  other  home 
at  Chenies  :  but  one  day  her  Grace  would,  and  on  another 
(he  would  not  give  him  leave,  keeping  him  tied  to  her  as  it 
were;  and,  when  he  was  once  aftart,  fhe  had  him  back  i'  th' 
inftant,  appointing  him  MaAer  of  the  Ordnance  as  a  pre- 
tentious honour  and  mere  hold  upon  his  further  fervices. 

So  my  Lord,  vexed,  grew  fick  ;  ailing  of  the  ague,  as 
he  was  ufed :  from  day  to  day  pinched,  toiled,  and 
drenched.  For  firft  there  would  be  fhiverings  and  trem- 
blings o'  cold,  achings  o'  th'  bones,  and  horrors  of  fpirit : 
then  a  ftupid  dull  pain  i'  th'  head,  with  a  burning  o'  the 
fkin  and  a  perturbed  reillefliiefs ;  vifions  and  dreams. 
Now  was  he  at  Gades  i'  the  breach,  bruifed  and  fore :  a 
certain  crooked  flatefman  from  behind  thrufting  him 
through  with  a  pike.  Now  was  he  in  the  Council,  where 
an  old  Lord  rated  him  cruelly  *,  he  tongue-tied  the  whilfl. 
Then  was  he  floating  in  the  air  like  an  enfign  ;  till,  giddy, 
he  fell,  as  his  own  hat  had  done,  into  the  fea.  King 
Philip  cried  ^  Entramos  V  a  fair  hand  (he  conceived), 
ft  ruck  him  i'  the  cheek.     So  he  awoke  amazed  ! 
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The  cold  fweat  had  come  on :  the  bedclothes  were 
wrenched  off  him  in  his  ftruggles  j  and,  between  difcom- 
fort  of  body  and  ailing  mind,  he  verily  wifhed  to  die.  And 
the  phyficians !  Oh,  their  medicines  were  worfe  than 
his  difeafe  !  Their  fimples  and  their  compounds,  their  ex- 
tracts of  this  and  their  tinftures  of  that,  their  experiences 
and  their  experiments  !  For  they  would  difable  his  flomach 
and  then  jump  it ;  trying  impoiTible  conclufions  of  their 
art  on  him  who  was  nigh  naturally  fpent  already.  One, 
for  that  my  Lord  was  poorly,  exhibited  his  *  aurumpotabile,' 
or  elixir  of  gold,  a  new  device  of  fome  wife-woman  :  but 
another  ranfacked  his  very  vitals  with  quickfilver,  left  the 
firft  metal  fhould  acquire  a  bafe  fee  therein. 

And  all  this  time  the  Lady  Penelope  Rich  was  ill  o' 
the  fmall-pox  in  the  houfe ;  fo  the  poor  Countefs,  again 
expecSlant,  was  in  fad  plight,  for  her  children  were  in  dread 
of  the  infeftion. 

While  it  was  thus  with  the  Earl,  "  Roberto  il  Diavoloy' 
as  Signor  Perez  called  him,  was  paiTmg  moff  part  of  the 
day  with  the  Queen.  Then  did  Sir  Walter  (forgetting 
injuries  for  the  nonce)  afk  kindly  how  it  fared  with  my 
good  Lord ;  prefently  going  to  and  fro  between  Eflex  and 
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Mafter  Secretary.  And  Sir  George  Carew  flattered  poor 
lame  Antony  with  one  knows  not  what  hopes  and  promifes. 
Lo  !  her  Grace  is  pleafed  to  fee  the  Countefs  of  Leicefter, 
her  fiir  coufm,  at  Court  again  !  Ralegh,  who  had  long 
been  in  difgrace  (you  know  for  why),  flruts  i'  the  ante- 
room once  more.  With  a  found  of  trumpets  and  martial 
fymphonies,  her  Highnefs  vifits  Effex-houfe ;  pouring  from 
her  royal  hand  a  precious  balm  upon  the  fick  man's  head ! 
Every  body  feemed  to  be  reconciled  to  every  body  !  'Twas 
a  confummation  mofl:  devoutly  to  be  wifhed ;  for,  but  a  little 
while  agone,  each  had  quarrelled  with  his  fellow.  They 
had  been  at  fixes  and  fevens,  now  were  they  at  one.  There 
are  to  be  no  more  open  bickerings  nor  fecret  grudgings ; 
no  ill-will  nor  truculent  opinions,  her  Grace  faid.  She 
would  be  ferved  punftually  by  all  men ;  rewarding  whom 
fhe  chofe  out  of  her  own  royal  condefcention. 

So  Effex  took  a  ride  in  his  coach,  Sir  Robert  Cecyl  be- 
fide  him ;  and  Ralegh  meeting  them  (by  a  hap),  they  dined 
together  as  a  choice  Triad  of  new  friends  and  obedient  fub- 
jects,  holding  the  fecreteft  conference  imaginable. 

Then  did  Qu^een  Elizabeth,  being  as  all  fiid  in  a  high 
fiourifh  of  delight  that  the  affairs  of  her  Court  were  now 
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fo  happily  ordered,  as  a  token  of  her  love  give  unto  the 
Earl  a  notable  Ring  of  choice  jeweller's  work,  her  Grace's 
piflure  in  little  beautifully  engraved  thereon,  and  bordured 
with  enamel,  as  was  feemly :  with  this  pofy  within  writ, 
*'  temper  Eadem  I "  and  many  afFe^lioned  words  fpake  fhe 
at  that  tide ;  to  the  efFeft  that  that  Angel  fhould  guard  him, 
when  and  wherefoever. 

To  what  end  ?  inquire  fome — to  what  end  is  this  ?  Are 
they,  after  the  manner  of  treacherous  counfellors  and 
cowardly  knaves,  crying  "  Peace  !  peace  ! "  when  in  truth 
nothing  is  farther — Eh  ?    You  fliall  fee. 

If  you  go  to  afk  a  favour  from  the  great,  where  is  the 
prefent  in  your  hand  ?  A  little  balm  and  a  little  honey, 
fpices  and  myrrh,  nuts  and  almonds  ! 

A  tiny  fleet,  under  my  Lord  Thomas  and  Sir  Walter,  had 
been  prepared  to  anfwer  fome  purpofe  of  her  Majefty.  It 
was  jufl  fitted  for  fea  when  intelligence  came  that  the 
Adelantado  of  Cafliile  was  getting  up  great  armaments  in 
Eerrol  and  Corunna.  So  it's  ruled,  that  this  being  too  large 
for  obfervation,  and  too  fmall  for  an  attempt  againft  the 
enemy,  fhould  be  increafed.  The  Lord  Admiral  did  dif^ 
qualify  himfelf  from  that  command,  being,  as  he  teftified. 
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too  far  advanced  in  years  j  they  cannot  make  this  adventure 
neither  without  the  Earl  of  EfTex  ! 

What  delays  they  fuffered :  how  lazily  the  foldiers  came 
to  the  rendezvous  :  how  the  Low  Country  fquadron  fwung 
on  their  anchors  :  how  the  nobles  (forgetting  her  Majefty's 
will  in  their  behalf)  quarrelled :  and  how  the  Council  of 
War  differed  on  every  mooted  point,  though  her  Grace  had 
enjoined  agreement  you  fhall  not  care  to  hear  of. 

When  they  did  get  out  to  fea,  fain  would  they  have  been 
afhore  again.  Such  a  hurricane  !  To  begin  with,  the  S. 
Matthew  (the  apoflle  was  now  on  our  fide)  ftruck  on  a 
rock,  flaying  there  for  fome  three  hours.  Then  came 
infinite  flafhings  of  lightning,  moanings  of  the  wind,  boom- 
ings  of  thunder  !  The  rude  Ocean,  fpitting  i'  the  face  of 
Heaven,  filled  the  middle  vaft  with  mifty  rheums  ! 

Awhile  did  the  breeze  dull,  chopping  round  fuddenly ; 
the  waves  crefiing  with  foam.  Our  veffels  heaving  and 
pitching  in  a  manner  truly  fickening :  only  Tom  Germaine 
and  Alex.  Ratclilfe  their  ftomachs  never  failed  them.  A 
tempefiuous  ftorm  came  on  \  the  feas  growing,  as  it  were, 
big  with  our  imminent  deftru^tion.  The  fhips  rocked  and 
bounded,  and  the  heavy  ordnance,  loofed  anon,  rolled  wildly 
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acrofs  the  decks — over  the  rent  bulwarks,  perdy  :  the  fails 
were  torn  to  fhreads  fmall  as  crewel  garters — the  sopes  and 
ladders  flying  out  like  enfigns.  Yards  lying  athwart  the 
gunwale,  mafls  half  overboard,  flirouds  'tangled :  beams, 
knees,  flancheons,  fliaken  and  jolted  afunder :  what  but  a 
thin  plank  of  hope — a  mere  fliaving — was  there  'twixt  us 
and  thofe  raging  and  greedy  monfters  of  the  deep  ! 

Some  throw  out  their  anchors  as  if  for  a  flay.  But, 
flafli !  the  cables  burft,  and  their  firm  confidence  finks  into 
the  repudiating  ooze.  In  like  peril,  how  clofely  do  we  hug 
each  other — all  are  dear  brothers  then  !  'Tis  not  till  the 
flruggle  comes,  "  Shall  I  or  this  man  live,  for  one  mufl: 
perifli  ? "  that  the  human  link  (or  mafcle,  if  you  remember 
the  figure)  voluntarily  untwines,  disjoins  itfelf ! 

"  A  leak  !  a  leak  !  "  cried  fome :  and  my  Lord  keeps 
them  at  it  continually,  baling  out  the  danger.  Only  by 
congefled  labour  was  the  water  cafl  as  the  leak  grew. 
Crack  goes  the  mainmaft !  Crafh  comes  the  foremafl 
over  by  the  board  !  The  very  oakum  is  unplugged  from 
the  open  feams  !  The  decks  and  upperworks  give  way,  and 
her  feveral  timbers  and  main  beams  with  her  labouring 
tear  up  like  laths  and  fplinters  !     Verily  we  looked  hourly 
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when  the  orlop  would  fall,  and  the  ordnance  fnik  down 
to  the  leak  ! 

Oh  !  the  boifterous  winds  and  the  mercilefs  fea  have 
neither  affinity  v/ith  London  delicacy  nor  Court  bravery  ! 
The  venerable  Treafurer  was  i'  the  right  when  he  faid  to  my 
Lord,  "  They  that  go  down  to  the  fea  in  fhips,  and  occupy 
their  bufinefs  in  great  waters  ;  thefe  men  fee  the  works  of 
the  Lord,  and  his  wonders  in  the  deep,"  referring  the  Earl 
(in  a  fage  ft  rain)  to  the  whole  of  that  pious  chanfon  or  pfalm, 
the  cvii.,  as  very  meet  and  profitable  for  all  men,  whatfbever 
their  troubles  ;  fhewing  forth  truly  our  littlenefs,  and  God 
his  fo  great  mercy. 

<«  The  childbirth  of  our  fuccefs  is  with  fhew  of  danger, 
and  more  than  ordinary  panic,"  wrote  my  Lord  while 
repairing  his  broken  fhips.  True  !  was  it  not  a  prologue  or 
an  omen  to  evil  coming  on  ?  "  I  hope  your  Ladyfliip  will 
bethink  you  that  a  fleet  fo  diflreffed  hath  been  repaired, 
and  an  army  of  that  greatnefs  hath  been  difcharged  for  fo 
little  money."  Well,  out  to  fea  again !  S.  Matthew, 
once  more  in  grief,  lofl:  his  foremafl  and  bowfprit  this 
time,  and  was  compelled  to  bear  up  for  England.  S. 
Andrew,   too,   lofmg   his   maintopmaft,  parted   company. 
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Now  thefe  two  apoflles  were  (not  to  fpeak  it  profanely)  the 
very  patrons,  one  might  fay,  and  fupporters  of  the  device  of 
the  fire-lhips  which  EfTex  had  purpofed  -,  borrowing  fo 
grand  a  conceit  from  her  Grace's  fuccefsful  exploit  on  the 
Great  Armado.  So  now  that  hope  is  at  end.  Add  to 
which  the  wind  frefhens  off  the  Spanifh  fhore.  Sir  Walter 
Ralegh  breaking  his  mainyard,  beareth  aloft  to  the  weft- 
ward,  without  even  a  plying  fail.  What  game  hath  he  in 
hand  ? 

In  that  night  fome  thirty  of  our  fhips  followed  the  Rere- 
Admiral's  light.  Strange  !  But  you  have  heard  of  that 
celebrated  Ifland  voyage  ?  Then  again  my  Lord's  fhip 
fprings  a  leak !  Such  pumping  and  bucketing !  Such 
ramming  down  pieces  of  beef!  Such  packing  of  linen 
clothes,  wrung  together  to  ftop  the  coming  in  o'  the  water  ! 
'Twas  for  our  very  lives  we  threw  away  our  garments 
and  our  vidluals.  It  fpread  ftill  upon  us  !  It  came  in  not- 
withftanding  fo  ftrongly,  as  it  bore  down  all  and  bare  away 
every  man  that  ftood  to  ftop  it ! 

Now  when  Sir  Walter  Ralegh  was  pleafed  to  rejoin  my 
Lord  at  Flores,  the  Earl  received  him  kindly ;  informing 
him  of  the  various  furmifes  to  his  prejudice  his  myfterious 
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abfence  had  occafioned.  But  there  were  not  lacking  many 
who  would  rub  up  grievances  and  jealoufies  between  the 
Admirals ;  putting  one  or  other  forward  for  emulation 
fake  ;  fome  of  whom,  charging  Ralegh  with  infubordinate 
dealing,  would  have  my  Lord  condemn  the  Knight.  And 
in  this  the  Council  of  War  pronounced.  But  Effex,  whofe 
ftrain  was  too  high  for  their  mean  underftandings,  gave 
them  this  nayword — 

"  That  would  I  do,  were  he  my  friend  ! " 
After  a  florm  you  feek  a  haven :  in  affli6lion,  fome  com- 
forter. When  you  are  weary  you  lie  down  :  you  go  into 
your  clofet  to  difgeft  your  fpleen.  So,  fhould  you  have 
carried  a  matter  after  your  confcience,  you  figh  for  the 
praife  of  good  men,  and  above  all  for  the  "Well 
done ! "  of  whom  you  love  and  honour  moft.  It 
was  to  no  haven  of  peace  EfTex  fteered :  in  the  arms  of 
no  comforter  was  he  embraced.  Thorns  were  fluffed  into 
his  pillow,  reproach  and  turmoil,  ingratitude  and  mifconceit, 
awaited  him.  What  he  had  beft  done  was  worfl  fpoken 
of:  he  was  blamed  by  the  Council,  and  opprobrioufly 
taunted  with  the  miscarriage  of  the  whole. 

And,  as  it  was  not  enough  to  charge  my  Lord  for  thofe 
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mifhaps  which  others  had  committed  ;  letting  bye  the 
burning  of  Ferrol  and  capture  of  the  Indian  fleet  to  wit, 
fome  mufl  need  go  back  to  Gades  to  dishonour  him.  For 
the  Queen,  raifmg  Lord  Charles  Howard  to  the  dignity  of  a 
Peer  of  England  by  the  ftyle  and  title  of  Earl  of  Notting- 
ham, gave  him,  as  'twas  aiTigned,  the  fole  credit  of  that 
expedition,  who  by  ancient  precedent,  as  Lord  High  Admiral, 
now  took  precedence  of  all  others  of  his  rank. 

The  Earl  of  Efl^ex  was  in  ftraights  !  His  afFedlions  had 
been  touched :  his  courage  made  little  of :  his  exploits 
maimed.  His  hopes,  his  ambition  wounded,  now  was  his 
pride  outraged. 

Long  time,  in  dudgeon,  would  he  not  go  near  her  who 
had  put  this  cold  affront  on  him,  her  mofl  faithful  and 
devoted  fervant.  The  Queen  foon  knew  fhe  had  wronged 
liim,  admitting  it  to  that  honourable  man.  Sir  Francis  Vere. 
The  Lord  Hunfdon  would  have  made  it  up  :  but  my  Lord 
woted  his  own  worth  beft.  Neither  in  Court,  in  Council, 
nor  in  Parliament,  would  the  Earl  of  Eflex  come  till  the 
Lord  Admiral's  Patent  fhould  be  altered. 

And  then  again  began  the  cajolling :  the  balm  and  the 
honey,  the  fpices  and  myrrh,  nuts  and  almonds  :  Sir  Walter 
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and  Sir  Robert  correfponding  and  clofeting  with  my  Lord, 
and  the  old  Treafurer  talking  finely  of  the  Crown^s  preroga- 
tives and  the  fubje6ls'  loyalty  due.  But  my  Lord  ftood 
firm,  and  her  Grace,  making  him  Earl  Marihal,  EiTex  again 
took  lead  of  Nottingham.  For  the  two,  as  officers  of 
State,  were  now  co-equal,  and  the  earldom  of  my  Lord 
was  the  elder. 

Sir  Thomas  took  ibme  interefl  in  this  difpute,  which 
Mafter  Camden  had  written  of.  "  Now,"  faid  he,  "  EfTex 
fhali  have  two  yards  farther  to  his  ftandard  •,  and  he  fhall 
give  coats  to  thofe  have  only  their  fpurs." 

"  r  faith,"  quod  Tarleton,  "  they  be  bare  foldiers  that 
have  only  their  fpurs  to  go  in  withal ;  and  fome  o'  my 
Lord's  Knights  would  be  the  more  decenter  for  new 
breeches  too ! " 

Oh  !  with  what  infinite  proteflations,  execrations,  and 
vows,  did  thofe  sycophant  courtiers  now  come  about  my 
lord !  The  Q£een  smiled  on  the  Earl  Marfhal :  the  Lord 
Treafurer  kiffing  him  on  both  cheeks.  Sir  Robert  and  Sir 
Walter,  not  afhamed  of  their  "  fingular  good  Lord,"  fpake 
as  if  none  were  fo  inward  with  him  as  they  !  Only 
Zekiel  faid  fome  bitter  words.     Had  not  the  Earl  Marfhal 
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been  the  noblell:  military  officer,  believe  it,  he  would  have 
defcended  to  the  country  again. 

But  the  very  first  day  they  met  in  council  all  the  ill-will 
got  up  again.  *Tis  whifpered  Ralegh  was  behind  the 
Arras  :  'tis  well  known  her  Grace  was  prefently  fhewn 
how,  when  the  old  man  was  for  peace  with  Spain,  Effex 
having  recounted  in  paffionate  words  the  danger  and  wicked- 
nefs  of  trufting  that  treacherous  power,  and  other  Lord^^*"- 
taken  their  parts  on  this  fide  or  on  that,  Burghley  put  his 
palfied  finger  on  a  marked  place  in  his  Pfalter :  to  wit. 
"  The  bloodthirfty  and  deceitful  men  fhall  not  live  out  half 
their  days  ! "  and  how  my  Lord  ftomached  that  reproof. 

'Twas  an  infolent  gibe,  and  unmannerly  in  one  fo  aged, 
whom  no  ^^oung  man  would  bring  to  account !  Neither  was 
it  truly  to  be  fpoken  of  the  Earl  of  EfTex,  he  being  free 
from  deceit  as  void  of  all  cruelty  of  heart. 

But  Statefmen  care  not  for  thefe  refpecfls.  To  bear  a 
compaffionate  bowel  and  be  free  from  guile  is  naught  in 
policy.  My  Lord,  you  may  be  fure,  looked  coldly  on  Lord 
Treasurer,  anfwering  him  only  with  a  curl  o'  the  lip  and  a 
ftately  frown:  as  who  fhould  fay,  ^' Whofe  Prophet  be 
you .? " 
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'Tis    a  deadly  blow  a  Text  gives  !     Peter  Thumpes' 
sandbag  is  a  feather  to't  ! 

Then  the  Earl  wrote  against  thofe  who  jealoufly  and 
malicioufly  had  taxed  him  to  be  the  only  hinderer  of  the 
peace  and  quiet  of  his  country,  fhowing  how  his  nature 
was  indifferently  afFefted  to  Books  and  Arms  ;  that  he  was 
in  effe(5f  more  inflamed  with  the  love  of  knowledge  than 
the  love  of  fame  j  that  he  would  fain  have  retired  himfelf 
to  Wales  had  he  been  fo  fufFered  \  that  he  had  injured 
his  eftate  in  every  expedition,  and  had  enjoyed  no  worthy 
recompense  ;  that  in  thefe  martial  ftirs  he  had  lofl:  his  dear 
and  only  brother,  the  half  arch  of  his  houfe  •,  buried  many 
of  his  dearefl:  and  neareft  friends ;  fubje6f  ed  himfelf  to  the 
rage  of  the  feas,  violence  of  tempefls,  infeflions  of  general 
plagues,  famines,  all  kind  of  wants,  difcontentments  of 
undifciplined  and  unruly  multitudes,  and  a  receptation  of 
events-,  while  he  did  not  only  leave  his  known  enemies 
elbow-room  to  feek  their  own  and  friends'  advancement  (as 
they  had  done  all  too  largely),  but  was  fain  fometimes, 
upon  truft  of  their  proteftations,  after  thofe  reconcilements 
her  Majefly  had  ordered,  to  make  them  the  receivers, 
cenfurers,  and  anfwerers  of  all  his  Diipatches,  he  being 
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abroad  on  H.  M.'s  fervice.  So  much  for  his  loyalty  !  My 
Lord  faid  he  was  ever  of  opinion  that  War  was  the  difeafe, 
and  Peace  the  healthful  temper  of  all  eftates,  thinking  that 
excellent  minds  fhould  go  to  war  as  chirurgeons  attend 
their  patients,  when  no  other  remedy  will  ferve.  And  to 
this  eifeft  my  Lord  printed  a  letter. 

Now  was  the  Queen  enraged,  and  the  form  of  her 
countenance  was  changed  towards  the  Earl  of  Effex.  For 
what  had  the  Earl  Marfhal  to  do  with  the  entering  into  quar- 
rels, or  making  of  them  up  ?  What  had  her  General  to  make 
known  ?  or  her  fervants  to  complain  of  ?  Who  dare  write 
their  imaginary  grievances,  print  their  fuppofed  wrongs,  and 
lay  open  their  characters  and  conduft  to  the  many-headed 
multitude  ?  'Twas  not  to  be  endured !  Nor  fhould  it  be  over- 
looked, fhe  told  him.  Let  him  fee  to  it.  There  was  One,  the 
fountain  of  honour,  who  was  all  too  ready  to  reward  his 
mean  fervices  and  pelting  mifchiefs !  If  her  hand  was  flack — 
marry,  'twas  for  he  was  undeferving  !  "  Go  to.  Sir  Earl ! " 
faid  her  Grace,  "  and  know  us  and  your  own  place  better  ! 
Go  to  !  "  In  all  this  Effex  held  his  peace ;  putting  a  lock 
upon  his  lips,  as  became  him  in  the  prefence  of  a  fovereip^n 
fo  incenfed. 
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And  there  was  talk  that  day  of  Ireland ;  how  a  difcreet 
Governour  fhould  prefently  be  fent,  for  it  hath  ever  been  a 
matter  of  difficulty  to  our  Statesmen  how  to  rule  that  dif- 
orderly  realm.  And  the  Lords  fpake  their  minds  :  one  praif- 
ing  Sir  William  Knollys,  another  vaunting  Sir  George  Carew. 
And  her  Highnefs  was  for  Sir  William,  but  my  Lord  for 
Sir  George.  And  this  fanned  up  the  fmoking  flax  of  EfTex's 
wrath  ;  for  the  Queen  chafed  him,  harfhly  charging  that  he 
would  thruft  Carew  on  that  defperate  bufmefs  to  the  end 
he  might  rid  himfelf  of  an  enemy ;  whereas  he  ought  to 
have  honoured  his  uncle  Knollys  with  fo  excellent  a  dignity ! 

And  the  Earl,  who  had  contained  himfelf  to  the  uttermofl, 
could  hold  no  more,  his  indignation  was  poured  out ! 
'Twas  as  running  fulphur  whereon  a  live  coal  falls.  With  a 
iierce  and  contemptuous  countenance,  flufhed  and  glaring 
on  her,  he  turned  o'  th'  heel  to  leave  the  clofet. 

«  Go,  and  be  hanged  !"  fcreamed  her  Grace,  ffcriking  my 
Lord  on  the  ear  with  an  outftretched  palm.     "  Go  ! " 

Verily,  there  is  no  tempeft  comparable  to  the  paffionate 
indignation  of  a  Prince :  nor  yet  at  any  time  is  it  fo  unfea- 
fonable  as  when  it  lighteth  upon  thofe  who  might  expe6t 
a  harveft  of  their  careful  and  painful  labour  ! 
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The  Earl  of  Nottingham  was  a  nobleman  born.  He  was 
an  honourable  rival  of  Effex  in  glory.  He  was  a  kind 
man,  moreover,  and  one  (though  not  a  courtier,  fir),  wife 
and  wary  enough. 

"  Go  to,  my  Lord  !"  quoth  he,  endeavouring  to  hurry 
the  flaming  Earl  from  the  prefence.  "  Go  to,  my  dear 
Lord  !  For  the  fake  of" 

"  My  Lord  !  '*  ftammered  out  Effex,  his  hand  yet  on  his 
fword-hilt. 

«  Hufh  !  Go  to  ! "  faid  the  valorous  old  failor,  gently  re- 
moving the  treafonable  hand  from  its  dangerous  place. 

"  My  Lord  !  Such  an  a6l ! — from  her  " 

"  Good,  my  Lord  !  no  more  !" 

"  Had  her  boiflerous  fire  " 

"  Dear  Lord !  your  pardon  ! "  continued  Nottingham,  now 
at  the  door.     "  Have  a  care  ! " 

And  the  hangings  were  clofed  by  thofe  folemn  Ufhers  ; 
they  bowing  to  the  Noblemen  as  unmoved  as  ever. 

A  fhort  filence  within.  A  dead  hum  as  of  voices  whif- 
pering.  Elizabeth,  was  fhe  fliocked  at  her  violent  and 
felf-degrading  a^l  ? — at  that  intolerable  wrong  fhe  had 
done  both  to  herfelf  and  to  the  Earl  ?     Anon  fhe  with- 
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draws  into  her  privy  clofet.  There,  alone,  did  fhe  refle6t 
at  all  ? 

EfTex  was  very  pale  v\^hen  my  Lord  Southampton, 
hearing  from  Ralegh  fomewhat  of  all  this,  met  him  in  the 
anteroom. 

'*  How  is't,  man  ? "  faid  he,  grafping  the  EarPs  right 
hand,  placing  his  left  on  my  Lord's  Ihoulder. 

Trembling  with  excitement,  ElTex  could  fcarcely,  and 
but  in  curt  fpeech,  tell  his  tale. 

"  Not  only  broken  all  laws  of  afFedlion  " 

"  Fear  not  !  " 

"  Falfe,  inconflant,  beguiling  pleafures  " 

"  Go  to  !  " 

"  I  was  never  proud  till  Ihe  fought  to  make  me  too 
bafe." 

"  Patience,  dear  Effex  !    Patience  !    Her  Grace  " 

"  Nay,  nay  !  She  which  governs  this  world  is  weary  of 
me,  and  I  of  the  world  ! " 

END  OF  VOLUME  THE  SECOND. 
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